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THE TRANSLATION OF 
A SAYAGE. 



CHAPTER I. 

HIS GREAT MISTAKE. 

It appeared that Armour had made the great 
mistake of his life. When people came to know, 
they said that to have done it when sober had 
shown him possessed of a kind of maliciousness and 
cynicism almost pardonable, but to do it when 
tipsy proved him merely weak and foolish. But 
the fact is, he was less tipsy at the time than was 
imagined ; and he could have answered to more 
malice and cynicism than was credited to him. To 
those who know the world it is not singular that, of 
the two. Armour was thought to have made the 
mistake and had the misfortune, or that people 
wasted their pity and their scorn upon him alone. 
Apparently they did not see that the woman was to 
be pitied. He had married her ; and she was only an 
Indian girl from Fort Charles of the Hudson's Bay 
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2 THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Company, with a little honest white blood in her 
veins. Nobody, not even her own people, felt that 
she had anything at stake, or was in danger of un- 
happiness, or was other than a person who had ludi- 
crously come to bear the name of Mrs. Francis 
Armour. If any one had said in justification that 
she loved the man, the answer would have been 
that plenty of Indian women had loved white men, 
but had not married them, and yet the population 
of half-breeds went on increasing. 

Frank Armour had been a popular man in Lon- 
don. His club might be found in the vicinity of 
Pall Mall, his father's name was high and honoured 
in the Army list, one of his brothers had served 
with Wolseley in Africa^ and Frank himself, hav- 
ing no profession, but with a taste for business and 
investment, had gone to Canada with some such in- 
tention as Lord Selkirk's in the early part of the 
century. He owned large shares in the Hudson's 
Bay Company, and when he travelled through the 
North- West country, prospecting, he was received 
most hospitably. Of an inquiring and gregarious 
nature he went as much among the half-breeds — or 
m^tis, as they are called — ^and Indians as among the 
officers of the Hudson's Bay Company and the 
white settlers. He had ever been credited with 
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HIS GREAT MISTAKE, 3 

having a philosophical turn of mind ; and this was 
accompanied by a certain strain of impulsiveness or 
daring. He had been accustomed all his life to 
make up his mind quickly, and, because he was well 
enough off to bear the consequences of momentary 
rashness in commercial investments, he was not 
counted among the transgressors. He had his own 
fortune ; he was not drawing upon a common purse. 
It was a different matter when he trafficked rashly 
in the family name so far as to marry the daughter 
of Eye-of-tlie-Moon, the Indian chief. 

He was tolerably happy when he went to the 
Hudson's Bay Company ; for Miss Julia Sherwood 
was his promised wife, and she, if poor, was nota- 
bly beautiful and of good family. His people had 
not looked quite kindly on his engagement; they 
had, indeed, tried in many ways to prevent it ; part- 
ly because of Miss Sherwood's poverty, and also 
because they knew that Lady Agnes Martling had 
long cared for him, and was most happily endowed 
with wealth and good looks also. When he left for 
Canada they were inwardly glad (they imagined 
that something might occur to end the engagement) 
— all except Eichard, the wiseacre of the family, the 
book-man, the drone, who preferred living at Grey- 
hope, their Hertfordshire home, the year through. 
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4 THE TEANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

to spending half the time in Cavendish Square. 
Richard was very fond of Frank, admiring him im- 
mensely for his buxom strength and cleverness, and 
not a little, too, for that very rashness which had 
brought him such havoc at last. 

Richard was not, as Frank used to say, " perfect- 
ly sound on his pins," — that is, he was slightly 
lame, — but he was right at heart. He was an im- 
mense reader, but made little use of what he read. 
He had an abundant humour, and remembered 
every anecdote he ever heard. He was kind to the 
poor, walked much, talked to himself as he walked, 
and was known by the humble sort as " a 'centric." 
But he had a wise head, and he foresaw danger to 
Frank's happiness when he went away. While 
others had gossiped and manoeuvred and were busi- 
ly idle, he had watched things. He saw that Frank 
was dear to Julia in proportion to the distance be- 
tween her and young Lord Haldwell, whose father 
had done something remarkable in guns or torpedoes 
and was rewarded with a lordship and an uncom- 
monly large fortune. He also saw that, after 
Frank left, the distance between Lord Haldwell 
and Julia became distinctly less — ^they were both 
staying at Greyhope. Julia Sherwood was a re- 
markably clever girl. Though he felt it his duty 
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HIS GREAT MISTAKE. 5 

to speak to her for his brother — a diflScult and deli- 
cate matter — he thought it would come better from 
his mother. 

But when he took action it was too late. Miss 
Sherwood naively declared that she had not known 
her own heart, and that she did not care for Frank 
any more. She wept a little, and was soothed by 
motherly Mrs. Armour, who was inwardly glad, 
though she knew the matter would cause Frank 
pain; and even General Armour could not help 
showing slight satisfaction, though he was inno- 
cent of any deliberate action to separate the two. 
Straightway Miss Sherwood despatched a letter to 
the wilds of Canada, and for a week was an unen- 
gaged young person. But she was no doubt con- 
soled by the fact that for some time past she had 
had complete control of Lord Haldwell's emotions. 
At the end of the week her perceptions were justi- 
fied by Lord Haldwell's proposal, which, with ad- 
mirable tact and obvious demureness, was accepted. 

Now, Frank Armour was wandering much in 
the wilds, so that his letters and papers went career- 
ing about after him, and some that came first were 
last to reach him. That was how he received a 
newspaper announcing the marriage of Lord Hald- 
well and Julia Sherwood at the same time that her 
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6 THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

letter, written in estimable English and with admira- 
ble feeling, came, begging for a release from their 
engagement, and, towards its close, assuming, with 
a charming regret, that all was over, and that the 
last word had been said between them. . 

Armour was sitting in the trader's room at Fort 
Charles when the carrier came with the mails. He 
had had some successful days hunting buffalo with 
Eye-of-the-Moon and a little band of m6tis, had a 
long poW'WOw in Eye-of-the-Moon's lodge, had 
chatted gaily with Lali the daughter, and was now 
prepared to enjoy heartily the arrears of corre- 
spondence and news before him. He ran his hand 
through the letters and papers, intending to classify 
them immediately, according to such handwriting 
as he recognised and the dates on the envelopes. 
But, as he did so, he saw a newspaper from which 
the wrapper was partly torn. He also saw a note 
in the margin directing him to a certain page. The 
note was in Kichard's handwriting. He opened the 
paper at the page indicated and saw the account of 
the marriage ! His teeth clinched on his cigar, his 
face turned white, the paper fell from his fingers. 
He gasped, his hands spread out nervously, tlien 
caught the table and held it as though to steady 
himself. 
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HIS GREAT MISTAKE. 7 

The trader rose. " You are ill," he said. 
" Have you bad news ? " He glanced towards the 
paper. 

Slowly Armour folded the paper up, and then 
rose unsteadily. " Gordon," he said, " give me a 
glass of brandy." 

He turned towards the cupboard in the room. 
The trader opened it, took out a bottle, and put it 
on the table beside Armour, together with a glass 
and some water. Armour poured out a stiff 
draught, added a very little water, and drank it. 
He drew a great sigh, and stood looking at Ae 
paper. 

" Is there anything I can do for you, Mr. 
Armour ? " urged the trader. 

"Nothing, thank you, nothing at all. Just 
leave the brandy here, will you ? I feel knocked 
about, and I have to go through the rest of these 
letters." 

He ran his fingers through the pile, turning it 
over hastily, as if searching for something. The 
trader understood. He was a cool-headed Scots- 
man ; he knew that there were some things best 
not inquired into, and that men must have their 
bad hours alone. He glanced at the brandy debat- 
ingly, but presently turned and left the room in 
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8 THE TEANSLATION OP A SAVAGE. 

silence. In his own mind, however, he wished he 
might have taken the brandy without being dis- 
courteous. Armour had discovered Miss Sher- 
wood's letter. Before he opened it he took a little 
more brandy. Then he sat down and read it de- 
liberately. The liquor had steadied him. The fin- 
gers of one hand even drummed on the .table. But 
the face was drawn, the eyes were hard, and the 
look of him was altogether pinched. After he had 
finished this, he looked for others from the same 
hand. He found none. Then he picked out those 
from his mother and father. He read them grimly. 
Once he paused as he read his mother's letter, and 
took a gulp of plain brandy. There was something 
very like a sneer on his face when he finished read- 
ing. Ho read the hollowness of the sympathy ex- 
tended to him ; he understood the far from adroit 
references to Lady Agnes Martling. He was very 
bitter. He opened no more letters, but took up the 
Morning Post again, and read it slowly through. 
The look of his face was not pleasant. There was 
a small looking-glass opposite him. He caught 
sight of himself in it. He drew his hand across his 
eyes and forehead, as though he was in a miserable 
dream. He looked again ; he could not recognise 
himself. 
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He then bundled the letters and papers into his 
despatch-box. His attention was drawn to one let- 
ter. He picked it up. It was from Eichard. He 
started to break the seal, but paused. The strain of 
the event was too much; he winced. He deter- 
mined not to read it then, to wait until he had re- 
covered himself. He laughed now painfully. It 
had been better for him — it had, maybe, averted 
what people were used to term his tragedy — had he 
read his brother's letter at that moment. For Rich- 
ard Armour was a sensible man, notwithstanding 
his peculiarities; and perhaps the most sensible 
words he ever wrote were in that letter thrust un- 
ceremoniously into Frank Armour's pocket. 

Armour had received a terrible blow. He read 
his life backwards. He had no future. The liquor 
he had dioink had not fevered him, it had not wildly 
excited him ; it merely drew him up to a point 
where he could put a sudden impulse into practice 
without flinching. He was bitter against his peo- 
ple ; he credited them with more interference than 
was actual. He felt that happiness had gone out of 
his life and left him hopeless. As we said, he was 
a man of quick decisions. He would have made a 
dashing but reckless soldier; he was not without 
the elements of the gamester. It is possible that 
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10 THE TRANSLATION OP A SAVAGE. 

there was in him also a strain of cruelty, undevel- 
oped bat radical. Life so far had evolved the best 
in him ; ho had been cheery and candid. Now he 
travelled back into new avenues of his mind and 
found strange, aboriginal passions, fully adapted to 
the present situation. Vulgar anger and reproaches 
were not after his nature. He suddenly found 
sources of refined but desperate retaliation. He 
drew upon them. He would do something to hu- 
miliate his people and the girl who had spoiled his 
life. Some one thing ! It should be absolute and 
lasting, it should show how low had fallen his opin- 
ion of women, of whom Julia Sherwood had once 
been chiefest to him. In that he would show his 
scorn of her. He would bring down the pride of 
his family, who, he believed, had helped, out of 
mere selfishness, to tumble his happiness into the 
shambles. 

He was older by years than an hour ago. But 
he was not without the faculty of humour, that was 
why he did not become very excited ; it was also 
why he determined upon a comedy which should 
have all the elements of tragedy. Perhaps, how- 
ever, he would have hesitated to carry his purposes 
to immediate conclusions, were it not that the very 
gods seemed to play his game with him. For, 
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while he stood there, looking out into the yard of 
the fort, a Protestant missionary passed the win- 
dow. The Protestant missionary, as ho is found at 
such places as Fort Charles, is not a strictly superior 
person. A Jesuit might have been of advantage to 
Frank Armour at that moment. The Protestant 
missionary is not above comfortable assurances of 
gold. So that when Armour summoned this one 
in, and told him what was required of him, and 
slipped a generous gift of the Queen's coin into his 
hand, he smiled vaguely and was willing to do what 
he was bidden. Had he been a Jesuit, who is sworn 
to poverty, and more often than not a man of birth 
and education, he might have influenced Frank 
Armour and prevented the notable mishap and 
scandal. As it was, Armour took more brandy. 

Then he went down to Eye-of-the-Moon's lodge. 
A few hours afterwards the missionary met him 
there. The next morning Lali, the daughter of 
Eye-of-the-Moon, and the chieftainess of a por- 
tion of her father's tribe, whose grandfather had 
been a white man, was introduced to the Hudson's 
Bay country as Mrs. Frank Armour. But that was 
not all. Indeed, as it stood, it was very little. He 
had only made his comedy possible as yet ; now the 

play itself was to come. He had carried his scheme 
2 
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12 THE TRANSLATION OP A SAVAGE. 

through boldly so far. He would not flinch in car- 
rying it out to the last letter. He brought his wife 
down to the Great Lakes immediately, scarcely rest- 
ing night or day. There he engaged an ordinary 
but reliable woman, to whom he gave instructions, 
and sent the pair to the coast. He instructed his 
soHcitor at Montreal to procure passages for Mrs. 
Francis Armour and maid for Liverpool. Then, by 
letters, he instructed his solicitor in London to meet 
Mrs. Francis Armour and maid at Liverpool and 
take them to Greyhope in Hertfordshire — that is, if 
General Armour and Mrs. Armour, or some repre- 
sentative of the family, did not meet them when 
they landed from the steamship. 

Presently he sat down and wrote to his father 
and mother, and asked them to meet his wife and 
her maid when they arrived by the steamer ApK- 
rodite. He did not explain to them in precise de- 
tail his feelings on Miss Julia Sherwood's marriage, 
nor did he go into full particulars as to the person- 
ality of Mrs. Frank Armour ; but he did say that, 
because he knew they were anxious that he should 
marry " acceptably," he had married into the aris- 
tocracy, the oldest aristocracy, of America ; and be- 
cause he also knew they wished him to marry 
wealth, he sent them a wife rich in virtues — native, 
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unspoiled virtues. He hoped that they would take 
her to their hearts and cherish her. He knew their 
firm principles of honour, and that he could trust 
them to be kind to his wife until he returned to 
share the affection which he was sure would be 
given to her. It was not his intention to return to 
England for some time yet. He had work to do in 
connection with his proposed colony ; and a wife — 
even a native wife — could not well be a companion 
in the circumstances. Besides, Lali — his wife's 
name was Lali ! — would be better occupied in learn- 
ing the peculiarities of the life in which her future 
would be cast. It was possible they would find her 
an apt pupil. Of this they could not complain, that 
she was untravelled ; for she had ridden a horse, 
bareback, half across the continent. They could 
not cavil at her education, for she knew several lan- 
guages — aboriginal languages — of the North. She 
had merely to learn the dialect of English society, 
and how to carry with acceptable form the costumes 
of the race to which she was going. Her own cos- 
tume was picturesque, but it might appear unusual 
in London society. Still, they could use their own 
judgment about that. 

Then, when she was gone beyond recall, he 
chanced one day to put on the coat he wore when 
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14 THE TRANSLATION OP A SAVAGE. 

the letters and paper declaring his misfortune came 
to him. He found his brother's letter ; he opened 
it and read it. It was the letter of a man who 
knew how to appreciate at their proper value the 
misfortunes, as the fortunes, of life. While Frank 
Armour read he came to f e^ for the first time that 
his brother Kichard had suffered, maybe, from some 
such misery as had come to him through Julia 
Sherwood. It was a dispassionate, manly letter, 
relieved by a gentle wit, and hinting with careful 
kindness that a sudden blow was better for a man 
than a lifelong thorn in his side. Of Julia Sher- 
wood he had nothing particularly bitter to say. He 
delicately suggested that she had acted according to 
her nature, and that in the seesaw of life Frank had 
had a sore blow ; but this was to be borne. The 
letter did not say too much ; it did not magnify the 
difficulty, it did not depreciate it. It did not even 
directly counsel ; it was wholesomely, tenderly judi- 
cial. Indirectly it dwelt upon the steadiness and 
manliness of Frank's character; directly, lightly, 
and without rhetoric, it enlarged upon their own 
comradeship. It ran over pleasantly the days of 
their boyhood, when they were hardly ever sepa- 
rated. It made distinct, yet with no obvious pur- 
pose, how good were friendship and confidence — 
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which might be the most unselfish thing in the 
world — between two men. With the letter before 
him Frank Armour saw his act in a new light. 

As we said, it is possible if he had read it on the 
day when his trouble came to him, he had not mar- 
ried Lali, or sent her *to England on this — ^to her — 
involuntary mission of revenge. It is possible, also, 
that there came to him the first vague conception of 
the wrong he had done this Indian girl, who un- 
doubtedly married him because she cared for him 
after her heathen fashion, while he had married her 
for nothing that was commendable ; not even for 
passion, which may be pardoned, nor for vanity, 
which has its virtues. He had had his hour with 
circumstance ; circumstance would have its hour 
with him in due course. Yet there was no extraor- 
dinary revulsion. He was still angry, cynical, and 
very sore. He would see the play out with a con- 
sistent firmness. He almost managed a smile when 
a letter was handed to him some weeks later, bear- 
ing his solicitor's assurance that Mrs. Frank Armour 
and her maid had been safely bestowed on the 
Aphrodite for England. This was the first act in 
his tragic comedy. 
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CHAPTEE 11. 

A DIFFICULT SITUATION. 

When Mrs. Frank Armour arrived at Montreal 
she still wore her Indian costume of clean, well- 
broidered buckskin, moccasins, and leggings, all 
surmounted by a blanket. It was not a distin- 
guished costume, but it seemed suitable to its wearer. 
Mr. Armour's agent was in a quandary. He had 
received no instructions regarding her dress. He 
felt, of course, that, as Mrs. Frank Armour, she 
should put off these garments, and dress, so far as 
was possible, in accordance with her new position. 
But when he spoke about it to Mackenzie, the 
elderly maid and companion, he found that Mr. 
Armour had said that his wife was to arrive in Eng- 
land dressed as she was. He saw something ulte- 
rior in the matter, but it was not his province to 
interfere. And so Mrs. Frank Armour was a pas- 
senger by the Aphrodite in her buckskin garments. 

What she thought of it all is not quite easy to 

say. It is possible that at first she only considered 
16 
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that she was the wife of a white man, — a thing to 
be desired, — and that the man she loved was hers 
for ever — ^a matter of indefinable joy to her. That 
he was sending her to England did not fret her, 
because it was his will, and he knew what was best. 
Busy with her contented and yet somewhat dazed 
thoughts of him, — she was too happy to be very 
active mentally, even if it had been the character- 
istic of her race, — she was not at first aware how 
much notice she excited, and how strange a figure 
she was in this staring city. When it did dawn 
upon her she shrank a Kttle, but still was placid, 
preferring to sit with her hands folded in her lap, 
idly watching things. She appeared oblivious that 
she was the wife of a man of family and rank ; she 
was only thinking that the man was hers — all hers. 
He had treated her kindly enough in the days 
they were together, but she had not been a great 
deal with him, because they travelled fast, and his 
duties were many, or he made them so — but the 
latter possibility did not occur to her. 

When he had hastily bidden her farewell at Port 
Arthur he had kissed her and said, " Good-bye, my 
wife." She was not yet acute enough in the infiec- 
tions of Saxon speech to catch the satire — almost 
involuntary — in the last two words. She remem- 
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bered the words, however, and the kiss, and she 
was quite satisfied. To what she was going she 
did not speculate. He was sending her : that was 
enough. 

• The woman given to her as maid had been well 
chosen. Armour had done this carefully. She 
was Scotch, was reserved, had a certain amount of 
shrewdness, would obey instructions, and do her 
duty carefully. What she thought about the whole 
matter she kept to herself; even the solicitor at 
Montreal could not find out. She had her instruc- 
tions clear in her mind ; she was determined to carry 
them out to the letter, — ^f or which she was already 
well paid, and was like to be better paid ; because 
Armour had arranged that she should continue to be 
, with his wife after they got. to England. She un- 
derstood well the language of Lali's tribe, and be- 
cause Lali's English was limited she would be indis- 
pensable in England. 

Mackenzie, therefore, had responsibility, and if 
she was not elated over it, she still knew the impor- 
tance of her position, and had enough practical 
vanity to make her an efficient servant and com- 
panion. She already felt that she had got her posi- 
tion in life, from which she was to go out no more 
for ever. She had been brought up in the shadow 
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of Alnwick Castle, and she knew what was due to 
her charge — by other people; herself only should 
have liberty with her. She was taking Lali to the 
home of General Armour, and that must be kept 
constantly before her mind. Therefore, from the 
day they set foot on the Ajphrodite^ she kept her 
place beside Mrs. Armour, sitting with her, — they 
walked very little, — and scarcely ever speaking, 
either to her or to the curious passengers. Pres- 
ently the passengers became more inquisitive, and 
made many attempts at being friendly ; but these re- 
ceived little encouragement. It had become known 
who the Indian girl was, and many wild tales went 
about as to her marriage with Francis Armour. 
Now it was maintained she had saved his life at an 
outbreak of her tribe; again, that she had found , 
him dying in the woods and had nursed him back 
to life and health ; yet again, that she was a chief- 
tainess, a successful claimant against the Hudson's 
Bay Company — and so on. 

There were several on board who knew the 
Armours well by name, and two who knew them 
personally. One was Mr. Edward Lambert, a bar- 
rister of the Middle Temple, and the other was 
Mrs. Townley, a widow, a member of a well-known 
Hertfordshire family, who, on a pleasant journey 
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in Scotland, had met, conquered, and married a 
wealthy young American, and had been left alone 
in the worid, by no means portionless, eighteen 
months before. Lambert knew Richard Armour 
well, and when, from Francis Armour's solicitor, 
with whom he was acquainted, he heard, just be- 
fore they started, who the Indian girl was, he was 
greatly shocked and sorry. He guessed at once 
the motive, the madness, of this marriage. But he 
kept his information and his opinions mostly to 
himself, except in so far as it seemed only due to 
friendship to contradict the numberless idle stories 
going about. After the first day at sea he came to 
know Mrs. Townley, and when he discovered that 
they had many common friends and that she knew 
, the Armours, he spoke a little more freely to her 
regarding the Indian wife, and told her what he 
believed was the cause of the marriage. 

Mrs. Townley was a woman — ^a girl — of uncom- 
mon gentleness of disposition, and, in spite of her 
troubles, inclined to view life with a stinny eye. 
She had known of Frank Armour's engagement 
with Miss Julia Sherwood, but she had never heard 
the sequel. If this was the sequel — well, it had to 
be faced. But she was almost tremulous with sym- 
pathy when she remembered Mrs. Armour, and 
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Frank's gay, fashionable sister, Marion, and con- 
templated tlie arrival of this Indian giri at Grey- 
hope. She had always liked Frank Armour, but 
this made her angry with him; for, on second 
thoughts, she was not more sorry for him and for 
his people than for Lali, the wife. She had the 
true instinct of womanhood, and she supposed that 
a heathen like this could have feelings to be hurt 
and a life to be wounded as herself or another. 
At least she saw what was possible in the future 
when this Indian girl came to understand her posi- 
tion — only to be accomplished by contact with the 
new life, so different from her past. Both she and 
Lambert decided that she was very fine-looking, 
notwithstanding her costume. She was slim and 
well built, with modest bust and shapely feet and 
ankles. Her eyes were large, meditative, and in- 
telligent, her features distinguished. She was a 
goodly product of her race, being descended from 
a line of chiefs and chief tainesses — broken only in 
the case of her grandfather, as has been mentioned. 
Her hands (the two kindly inquisitors decided) 
were almost her best point. They were perfectly 
made, slim yet plump, the fingers tapering, the 
wrist supple. Mrs. Townley then and there de- 
cided that the girl had possibilities. But here she 
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was, an Indian, with few signs of civilisation or of 
that breeding which seems to white people the only 
breeding fit for earth or heaven. 

Mrs. Townley did not need Lambert's sugges- 
tion that she should try to approach the girl, makq 
friends -v^ith her, and prep^;re her in some slight* de- 
gree for the strange career before her, 

Mrs. Townley had an infinite amount of tact 
She knew it was best to approach the attendant 
first. This she did, and, to the surprise of other 
lady-passengers, received no rebuff. Her advance 
was not, however, rapid. Mackenzie had had her 
instructions. When she found that Mrs. Town- 
ley knew Francis Armour and his people, she 
thawed a little more, and then, very hesitatingly, 
she introduced her to the Indian wife. Mrs. 
Townley smiled her best — and there were many 
who knew how attractive she could be at such a 
moment. There was a slight pause, in which Lali 
looked at her meditatively, earnestly, and then those 
beautiful wild fingers glided out, and caught her 
hand, and held it; but she spoke no word. She 
only looked inquiringly, seriously, at her new-found 
friend, and presently dropped the blanket away 
from her, and sat up firmly, as though she felt she 
was not altogether an alien now, and had a right to 
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hold herself proudly among white people, as she 
did in her own country and with her own tribe, 
who had greatly admired her. Certainly Mrs. 
Tdwnley could find no fault with the woman as 
an Indian. She had taste, carried her clothes well, 
and was superbly fresh in appearance though her 
hair still bore very slight traces of the grease which 
even the most aristocratic Indians use. 

But Lali would not talk. Mrs. Townley was 
anxious that the girl should be dressed in European 
costume, and offered to lend and rearrange dresses 
of her own, but she came in collision with Mr. 
Armour's instructions. So she had to assume a 
merely kind and comforting attitude. The wife 
had not the slightest idea where she was going, 
and even when Mackenzie, at Mrs. Townley's oft- 
repeated request, explained very briefly and un- 
picturesquely, she only looked incredulous or un- 
concerned. Yet the ship, its curious passengers, 
the dining-saloon, the music, the sea, and all, had 
given her suggestions of what was to come. They 
had expected that at table she would be awkward 
and ignorant to a degree. But she iiad at times 
eaten at the trader's table at Fort Charles, and had 
learned how to use a knife and fork. She had also 
been a favourite with the trader's wife, who had 
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taught her very many civilized things. Her Eng- 
lish, though far from abundant, was good. Those, 
therefore, who were curious and rude enough to 
stare at her were probably disappointed to find 
that she ate like " any Christom man." 

" How do you think the Armours will receive 
her?" said Lambert to Mrs. Townley, of whose 
judgment on short acquaintance he had come to 
entertain a high opinion. 

Mrs. Townley had a pretty way of putting her 
head to one side and speaking very piquantly. She 
had had it as a girl ; she had not lost it as a woman, 
any more than she had lost a soft little spontaneous 
laugh which was one of her unusual charms — for 
few women can laugh audibly with effect. She 
laughed very softly now, and, her sense of humour 
supervening for the moment, she said — 

"Eeally, you have asked me a conundrum. I 
fancy I see Mrs. Armour's face when she gets the 
news, — at the breakfast-table, of course, — and gives 
a little shriek, and says, * General! oh. General!' 
But it is all very shocking, you know," she added, 
in a lower voicie. " Still, I think they will receive 
her and do the best they can for her ; because, you 
see, there she is, married hard and fast. She bears 
the Armour name, and is likely to make them all 
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very nnhappy indeed if she determines to retaliate 
npon them for any neglect." 

"Yes? But how to retah'&te, Mrs. Townley?" 
Lambert had not a suggestive mind. 

"Well, for instance, suppose they sent her 
away into seclusion, — with Frank's consent, an- 
other serious question, — and she should take the 
notion to fly her retirement, and appear inoppor- 
tunely at some social function clothed as she 
is now I I fancy her blanket would be a wet 
one in such a case — if you will pardon the little 
joke." • 

Lambert sighed. " Poor Frank ! poor devil ! " 
he said, almost beneath his breath. 

"And wherefore poor Frank? Do you think 
he or the Armours of Greyhope are the only ones 
at stake in this ? What about this poor girl ? Just 
think why he married her, — if our suspicions are 
right, — and then imagine her feelings when she 
wakes to the truth over there, as some time she is 
sure to do ! " 

Then Lambert began to see the matter in a 
different light, and his sympathy for Francis Ar- 
mour grew less as his pity for the girl increased. 
In fact, the day before they got to Liverpool he 
swore at Armour more than once, and was anxious 
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concerning the reception of the heathen wife by her 
white relatives. 

Had he been presfint at a certain scene at Grey- 
hope a day or two before, he would have been still 
more anxious. It was the custom, at breakfast, for 
Mrs. Armour to open her husband's letters and read 
them while he was engaged with his newspaper, and 
hand to him afterwards those that were important. 
This morning Marion noticed a letter from Frank 
amongst the pile, and, without 9. word, pounced 
upon it. She was curious — as any woman would 
be — ^to see how he took Miss Sherwood's action. 
Her father was deep in his paper at the time. Her 
mother was reading other letters. Marion read the 
first few lines with a feeling of almost painful won- 
der, the words were so curious, cynical, and cold. 

Eichard sat opposite her. He also was engaged 
with his paper, but, chancing to glance up, he saw 
that she was becoming very pale, and that the letter 
trembled in her fingers. Being a little short-sighted, 
he was not near enough to see the handwriting. 
He did not speak yet. He watched. Presently, 
seeing her grow more excited, he touched her foot 
under the table. She looked up, and caught his 
eye. She gasped slightly. She gave him a warn- 
ing look, and turned away from her mother. Then 
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she went on reading to the bitter end. Presently a 
little cry escaped her against her will. At that her 
mother looked up, but she only saw her daughter's 
back, as she rose hurriedly from the table, saying 
that she would return in a moment. Mrs. Armour, 
however, had been* startled. She knew that Marion 
had been reading a letter, and, with a mother's in- 
stinct, her thoughts were instantly on Frank. She 
spoke quickly, almost sharply — 

" Marion, come here." 

Kichard had risen. He came round the table, 
and, as the girl obeyed her mother, took the letter 
from her fingers and hastily glanced over it. Mrs. 
Armour came forward and took her daughter's arm. 
" Marion," she said, " there is something wrong — 
with Frank. What is it?" 

General Armour was now looking up at them 
all, curiously, questioningly, through his glasses, his 
paper laid down, his hands resting on the table. 

Marion could not answer. She was sick with 
regret, vexation, and shame ; at the first flush death 
— ^f or Frank — had been preferable to this. She had 
a considerable store of vanity; she was not very 
philosophical. Besides, she was not married ; and 
what Captain Vidall, her devoted admirer and pos- 
sible husband, would think of this heathenish alli- 
3 
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ance was not a cheerful thought to her. She choked 
down a sob, and waved her hand towards Eichard 
to answer for her. He was pale too, but cool. He 
understood the case instantly ; he made up his mind 
instantly also as to what ought to be — must be — 
done. 

"Well, mother," he said, "it is about Frank. 
But he is all right ; tha^ is, he is alive and well — ^in 
body. But he has arranged a hateful little embar- 
rassment for us — ^he is married." 

"Married?" said his mother faintly. "Oh, 
poor Lady Agnes ! " 

Marion sniffed a little viciously at this. 

" Married ? Married ? " said his father. " Well, 
what about it ? eh ? what about it ? " 

The mother wrung her hands. " Oh, I know it 
is something dreadful — dreadful ! He has married 
some horrible wild person, or something." 

Eichard, miserable as he was, remained calm. 
"Well," said he, "I don't know about her being 
horrible ; Frank is silent on that point ; but she is 
wild enough — a wild Indian, in fact ! " 

" Indian ? Indian ? Good God, a red nigger I " 
cried General Armour harshly, starting to his feet. 

"An Indian? a wild Indian?" Mrs. Armour 
whispered faintly, as she dropped into a chair. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



A DIFFICULT SITUATION. 29 

" And she'll be here in two or three days ! " 
fluttered Marion hysterically. 

Meanwhile Richard had hastily picked np the 
Times. " She is due here the day after to-morrow," 
he said deliberately. " Frank is as decisive as he is 
rash. Well, it's a melancholy tit-for-tat." 

"What do you mean by tit-for-tat ? " cried his 
father angrily. 

" Oh, I mean that — that we tried to hasten 
Julia's marriage — with the other fellow, and he is 
giving us one in return ; and you will all agree that 
it's a pretty permanent one." 

The old soldier recovered himself, and was be- 
side his wife in an instant. He took her hand. 
" Don't fret about it, wife," he said ; " it's an ugly 
business, but we must put up with it. The boy was 
out of his head. We are old now, my dear, but 
there was a time when we should have resented 
such a thing as much as Frank, — though not in the 
same fashion, perhaps, — not in the same fashion ! " 
The old man pressed his lips hard to keep down his 
emotion. 

"Oh, how could he? how could he?" said his 
mother : " we meant everything for the best." 

" It is always dangerous business meddling with 
lovers' affairs," rejoined Richard. "Lovers take 
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themselves very seriously indeed, and — well, here 
the thing isl Now, who will go and fetch her 
from Liverpool ? I should say that both my father 
and my mother ought to go." 

Thus Eichard took it for granted that they 
would receive Frank's Indian wife into their home. 
He intended that, so far as he was concerned, there 
should be no doubt upon the question from the be- 
ginning. 

" Never ! she shall never come here ! " said 
Marion, with flashing eyes; — "a common squaw, 
with greasy hair, and blankets, and big mouth, and 
black teeth, who eats with her fingers and grunts ! 
If she does, if she is brought to Greyhope, I will 
never show my face in the world again. Frank 
married the animal: why does he ship her home 
to us ? Why didn't he come with her ? Why does 
he not take her to a home of his own? Why 
should he send her here, to turn our house into 
a menagerie ? " 

Marion drew her skirt back, as if the common 
squaw, with her blankets and grease, was at that 
moment near her. 

"Well, you see," continued Eichard, "that is 
just it. As I said, Frank arranged this little com- 
plication with a trifling amount of malice. No 
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doubt he didn't come with her because he wished 
to test the family loyalty and hospitality; but a 
postscript to this letter say^ that his solicitor has 
instructions to meet his wife at Liverpool and bring 
her on here in case we fail to show her proper 
courtesy." 

General Armour here spoke. " He has carried 
the war of retaliation very far indeed, but men do 
mad things when their blood is up, as I have seen 
often. That doesn't alter our clear duty in the 
matter. If the woman were bad, or shameful, it 
would be a different thing ; if ^" 

Marion interrupted : " She has ridden bareback 
across the continent like a jockey, — like a common 
jockey, — and she wears a blanket, and she doesn't 
know a word of English, and she will sit on the 
floor!" 

" Well," said her father, " all these things are 
not sins, and she must be taught better*" 

"Joseph, how can you?" said Mrs. Armour 
indignantly. "She cannot, she shall not come 
here. Think of Marion ! think of our position I " 

She hid her troubled, tear-stained face behind 
her handkerchief. At the same time she grasped 
her husband's hand. She knew that he was right. 
She honoured him in her heart for the position 
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he had taken, but she could not resist the natural 
impulse of a woman where her taste and conven- 
tion were shocked. 

The old man was very pale, but there was no 
mistaking his determination. He had been more 
indignant than any of them at first, but he had 
an unusual sense of justice when he got face to 
face with it, as Eichard had here helped him to 
do. "We do not know that the woman has done 
any wrong," he said. "As for our name and po- 
sition, they, thank God I are where a mad mar- 
riage cannot unseat ihem. We have had much 
prosperity in the world, my wife; we have had 
neither death nor dishonour ; we " 

"If this isn't dishonour, father, what is?" 
Marion flashed out. 

He answered calmly: "My daughter, it is a 
great misfortune, it will probably be a lifelong trial, 
but it is not necessarily dishonour." 

" You never can make a scandal less by trying 
to hide it," said Eichard, backing up his father. 
"It is all pretty awkward, but I daresay we shall 
get some amusement out of it in the end." 

"Eichard," said his mother through her tears, 
" you are flippant and unkind ! " 

" Indeed, mother," was his reply, " I never was 
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more serious in my life. When I spoke of amnse- 
ment, I meant comedy merely, not fun, — the thing 
that looks like tragedy and has a happy ending. 
That is what I mean, mother, nothing more." 

"You are always so very deep, Richard," re- 
marked Marion ironically, " and care so very little 
how the rest of us feel about things. You have no 
family pride. If you had married a squaw, we 
shouldn't have been surprised. You could have 
camped in the grounds with your wild woman, and 
never have been missed — by the world," she hast- 
ened to add, for she saw a sudden pain in his face. 

He turned from them all a little wearily, and 
limped over to the window. He stood looking out 
into the limes where he and Frank had played 
when boys. He put his finger up, his unhand- 
some finger, and caught away some moisture from 
his eyes. He did not dare to let them see his face, 
nor yet to speak. Marion had cut deeper than she 
knew, and he would carry the wound for many a 
day before it healed. 

But his sister felt instantly how cruel she had 
been, as she saw him limp away, and caught sight 
of the bowed shoulders and the prematurely grey 
hair. Her heart smote her. She ran over, and 
impulsively put her hands on his shoulder. " Oh, 
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Dick," she said, "forgive me, Dick! I didn't 
mean it. I was angry and foolish and hateful." 

He took one of her hands as it rested on his 
shoulder, she standing partly behind him, and raised 
it to his lips, but he did not turn to her ; he could not. 

"It is all right — all right," he said; "it doesn't 
make any diflference. Let us think of Frank and 
"what we have got to do. Let us stand together, 
Marion ; that is best." 

But her tears were dropping on his shoulder, 
as her forehead rested on her hand. He knew now 
that, whatever Frank's wife was, she would not have 
an absolute enemy here ; for when Marion cried her 
heart was soft. She was clay in the hands of the 
potter whom we call Mercy — ^more often a stranger 
to the hearts of women than of men. At the other 
side of the room also the father and mother, tear- 
less now, watched these two ; and the mother saw 
her duty better and with less rebelliousness. She 
had felt it from the first, but she could not bring 
her mind to do it. They held each other's hands in 
silence. Presently General Armour said, " Eichard, 
your mother and I will go to Liverpool to meet our 
son's wife." 

Marion shuddered a little, and her hands closed 
on Eichard's shoulder, but she said nothing. 
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OUT OF THE NORTH. 

It was a beautiful day — ^wliich was so much in 
favour of Mrs. Frank Armour in relation to her 
husband's people. General Armour and his wife 
had come down from London by the latest train 
possible, that their suspense at Liverpool might be 
short. They said little to each other, but when 
they did speak it was of things very different from 
the skeleton which they expected to put into the 
family cupboard presently. Each was trying to 
spare the other. It was very touchjng. They 
naturally looked upon the matter in its most un- 
promising light, because an Indian was an Indian, 
and this unknown savage from Fort Charles was in 
violent contrast to such desirable persons as Lady 
Agnes Martling. Not that the Armours were zeal- 
ous for mere money and title, but the thing itself 
was altogether d propos, as Mrs. Armour had more 
naively than correctly put it. The general, whose 

knowledge of character and the circumstances of life 
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was considerable, had worked out the thing with 
mneh accuracy. He had declared to Eichard, in 
their quiet talk upon the subject, that Frank must 
have been anything but sober when he did it. He 
had previously called it a policy of retaliation ; so 
that now he was very near the truth. When they 
arrived at the dock at Liverpool, the Aphrodite was 
just making into the harbour. 

" Egad," said General Armour to himself, " Se- 
bastopol was easier than this ; for fighting I know, 
and being peppered I know, by Jews, Greeks, infi- 
dels and heretics ; but to take a savage to my arms 
and do for her what her godfathers and god- 
mothers never did, is worse than the devil's dance 
at Delhi." 

What Mrs. Armour, who was not quite so defi- 
nite as her husband, thought, it would be hard to 
tell ; but probably grief for, and indignation at, her 
son, were uppermost in her mind. She had quite 
determined upon her course. None could better 
carry that high, neutral look of social superiority 
than she. 

Please Heaven, she said to herself, no one should 
see that her equanimity was shaken. They had 
brought one servant with them, who had been 
gravely and yet conventionally informed that his 
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young master's wife, an Indian chieftainess, was 
expected. There are few family troubles but find 
their way to servants' hall with an uncomfortable 
speed ; for, whether or not stone walls have ears, 
certainly men-servants and maid-servants have eyes 
that serve for ears, and ears that do more than their 
bounden duty. Boulter, the footman, knew his 
business. When informed of the coming of Mrs. 
Francis Armour, the Indian chieftainess, his face 
was absolutely expressionless ; his " Yessir " was as 
mechanical as usual. On the dock he was marble 
— ^indifferent. When the passengers began to land, 
he showed no excitement. He was decorously 
alert. When the crucial moment came, he was 
imperturbable. Boulter was an excellent servant. 
So said Edward Lambert to himself after the event ; 
so, likewise, said Mrs. Townley to herself when the 
thing was over ; so declared General Armour many 
a time after, and once very emphatically, just before 
he raised Boulter's wages. 

As the boat neared Liverpool, Lambert and 
Mrs. Townley grew nervous. The truth regarding 
the Indian wife had become known among the pas- 
sengers, and most were very curious — some in a 
well-bred fashion, some intrusively, vulgarly. Mac- 
kenzie, Lali's companion, like Boulter, was expres- 
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sionless in face. She Lad her duty to do, paid for 
liberally, and she would do it. Lali might have 
had a more presentable and dignified attendant, but 
not one more worthy. It was noticeable that the 
captain of the ship and all the officers had been 
markedly courteous to Mrs. Armour throughout 
the voyage, but, to their credit, not ostentatiously 
so. When the vessel was brought to anchor and 
the passengers were being put upon the tender, the 
captain came and made his respectful adieus, as 
though Lali were a lady of title in her own right, 
and not an Indian girl married to a man acting 
under the influence of brandy and malice. General 
Armour and Mrs. Armour were always grateful to 
Lambert and Mrs. Townley for the part they 
played in this desperate little comedy. They stood 
still and watchful as the passengers came ashore 
one by one. They saw that they were the centre 
of unusual interest, but General Armour was used 
to bearing himself with a grim kind o£ indiflference 
in public, and his wife was calm, and so somewhat 
disappointed those who probably expected the old 
officer and his wife to be distressed. Frank Ar- 
mour's solicitor was also there, but, with good taste, 
he held aloof. The two needed all their courage, 
however, when they saw a figure in buckskin and 
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blanket step upon the deck, attended by a very 
ordinary, austere, and shabbily-dressed Scotswoman. 
But immediately behind them were Edward Lam- 
bert and Mrs. Townley, and these, with their sim- 
ple tact, naturalness, and freedom from any sort 
of embarrassment, acted as foils, and relieved the 
situation. 

General Armour advanced, hat in hand. "You 
are my son's wife?" he said courteously to this 
being in a blanket. 

She looked up and shook her head slightly, for 
she did not quite understand ; but she recognised his 
likeness to her husband, and presently she smiled 
up musingly. Mackenzie repeated to her what 
General Armour had said. She nodded now, a 
flash of pleasure lighting up her face, and she slid 
out her beautiful hand to him. The general took 
it and pressed it mechanically, his lips twitching 
slightly. He pressed it far harder than he meant, 
for his feelings were at tension. She winced slight- 
ly, and involuntarily thrust out her other hand, as 
if to relieve his pressure. As she did so the blanket 
fell away from her head and shoulders. Lambert, 
with excellent intuition, caught it and threw it 
across his arm. Then, quickly, and without em- 
barrassment, he and Mrs. Townley greeted Gen- 
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eral Armonr, who returned the greetings gravely, 
but in a singular, confidential tone, which showed 
his gratitude. Then he raised his hat again to 
Lali, and said, " Come and let me introduce you — 
to your husband's mother." 

The falling back of that blanket had saved the 
situation ; for when the girl stood without it in her 
buckskin garments there was a dignity in her bear- 
ing which carried off the bizarre event. There was 
timidity in her face, and yet a kind of pride too, 
though she was only a savage. The case, even at 
this critical moment, did not seem quite hopeless. 
When they came to Mrs. Armour, Lali shrank away 
timidly from the look in the mother's eyes, and, 
shivering slightly, looked round for her blanket. 
But Lambert had deftly passed it on to the foot- 
man. Presently Mrs. Armour took both the girl's 
hands in hers (perhaps she did it because the eyes 
of the public were on her, but that is neitlier here 
nor there — she did it), and kissed her on the cheek. 
Then they moved away to a closed carriage. 

And that was the second act in Frank Armour's 
comedy of errors. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



CHAPTER IV. 

IN THE NAME OF THE FAMILY. 

The journey from Liverpool to Greyhope was 
passed in comparative silence. The Armours had 
a compartment to themselves, and they made the 
Indian girl as comfortable as possible without self- 
consciousness, without any artificial politeness. So 
far, what they had done was a matter of duty, not 
of will ; but they had done their duty naturally all 
their lives, and it was natural to them now. They 
had no personal feelings towards the girl one way 
or another, as yet. It was trying to them that peo- 
ple stared into the compartment at diflFerent sta- 
tions. It presently dawned upon General Armour 
that it might also be trying to their charge. Neither 
he nor his wife had taken into account the possibil- 
ity of the girl having feelings to be hurt. But he 
had noticed Lali shrink visibly and flush slightly 
when some one stared harder than usual, and this 
troubled him. It opened up a possibility. He be- 
gan indefinitely to see that they were not the only 
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factors in the equation. He was probably a little 
vexed that he had not seen it before ; for he wished 
to be a just man. He was wont to quote with more 
or less austerity — chiefly the result of his profes- 
sional Kf e — this : 

For justice, all place a temple, and all season summer. 

And, man of war as he was, he had another saying 
which was much in his mouth ; and he Kved up to 
it with considerable sincerity — 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 
To silence envious tongues. 

He whispered to his wife. It would have been 
hard to tell from her look what she thought of the 
matter, but presently she changed seats with her 
husband, that he might, by holding his newspaper 
at a certain angle, shield the girl from intrusive 
gazers. 

At every station the same scene was enacted. 
And inquisitive people must have been surprised to 
see how monotonously ordinary was the manner of 
the three white people in the compartment. Sud- 
denly, at a station near London, General Armour 
gave a start, and used a strong expression under his 
breath. Glancing at the "Marriage" column, he 
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saw a notice to the efiEect that on a certain day of a 
certain month, Francis Gilbert, the son of General 
Joseph Armour, C.B., of Greyhope, Hertfordshire, 
and Cavendish Square, was married to Lali, the 
daughter of Eye-of-the-Moon, chief of the Bloods, 
at her father's lodge in the Saskatchewan Valley. 
This had been inserted by Frank Armour's so- 
licitor, according to his instructions, on the day 
that the Aphrodite was due at Liverpool. General 
Armour did not at first intend to show this to his 
wife, but on second thought he did, because he 
knew she would eventually come to know of it, and 
also because she saw that something had moved 
him. She silently reached out her hand for the 
paper. He handed it to her, pointing to the notice. 
Mrs. Armour was unhappy, but her self-posses- 
sion was admirable, and she said nothing. She 
turned her face to "the window, and sat for a long 
time looking out. She did not turn to the others, 
for her eyes were full of tears, and she did not dare 
to wipe them away, nor yet to let them be seen. 
She let them dry there. She was thinking of her 
son, her favourite son, for whom she had been so 
ambitious, and for whom, so far as she could, and 
retain her self-respect, she had delicately intrigued, 

that he might happily and befittingly marry. She 
4 
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knew that in the matter of his engagement she had 
not done what was best for him, but how could she 
have guessed that this would be the result? She 
also was sure that when the first flush of his anger 
and disappointment had passed, and he came to 
view this thing with cooler mind, he would repent 
deeply — for a whole lifetime. She was convinced 
that he had not married this savage for anything 
which could make marriage endurable. Under the 
weight of the thought she was likely to forget that 
the young alien wife might have lost terribly in the 
event also. 

The arrival at Euston and the departure from 
St. Pancras were rather painful all round, for, 
though there was no waiting at either place, the 
appearance of an Indian girl in native costume was 
uncommon enough, even in cosmopolitan London, 
to draw much attention. Besides, the placards of 
the evening papers were blazoned with such an- 
nouncements as this— 

A Red Indian Girl 

Married into 

An English County Family. 

Some one had telegraphed particulars — distorted 
particulars — over from Liverpool, and all the even- 
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ing sheets had their portion of extravagance and 
sensation. General Armour became a little more 
erect and austere as he caught sight of these pla- 
cards, and Mrs. Armour groaned inwardly; but 
their faces were inscrutable, and they quietly con- 
ducted their charge, minus her blanket, to the train 
which was to take them to St. Albans, and were 
soon wheeling homeward. 

At Euston they i)arted with Lambert and Mrs. 
Townley, who quite simply and conventionally bade 
good-bye to them and their Indian daughter-in-law. 
Lali had grown to like Mrs. Townley, and when 
they parted she spoke a few words quickly in her 
own tongue, and then immediately was confused, 
because she remembered that she could not be 
understood. But presently she said in halting 
English that the face of her white friend was good, 
and she hoped that she would come one time and 
sit beside her in her wigwam, for she would be sad 
till her husband travelled to her. 

Mrs. Townley made some polite reply in simple 
English, pressed the girl's hand sympathetically, 
and hurried away. Before she parted from Mr. 
Lambert, however, she said, with a pretty touch of 
cynicism, " I think I see Marion Armour listening 
to her sister-in-law issue invitations to her wigwam. 
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I ana afraid I sliould be rather depressed myself if I 
had to be sisterly to a wigwam lady." 

'' But I say, Mrs. Townley,'' rejoined Lambert 
seriously, as he loitered at the steps of her carriage, 
^' I shouldn't be surprised if my lady Wigwam — a 
rather apt and striking title, by the way — turned 
out better than we think. She carried herself rip- 
piugly without the blanket, and I never saw a more 
beautiful hand in my life — but one," he added, as 
his fingers at that moment closed on hers, and held 
them tightly, in spite of the indignant little effort 
at withdrawal. " She may yet be able to give them 
all points in dignity and that kind of thing, and pay 
Master Frank back in his own coin. I do not see, 
after all, that he is the martyr." 

Lambert's voice got softer, for he still held Mrs. 
Townley's fingers, — the footman not having the 
matter in his eye, — and then he spoke still more 
seriously on sentimental affairs of his own, in which 
he evidently hoped she would take some interest. 
Indeed, it is hard to tell how far the case might 
have been pushed if she had not suddenly looked a 
little forbidding and imperious. For even people 
of no notable height, with soft features, dark brown 
eyes, and a delightful little laugh, may appear rather 
regal at times. Lambert did not quite understand 
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why she should take this attitude. If he had been 
as keen regarding his own affairs of the affections 
as in the case of Frank Armour and his Indian 
bride, he had known that every woman has in her 
mind the occasion when she should and when she 
should not be wooed, and nothing disappoints her 
more than a declaration at a time which is not her 
time. If it does not fall out as she wishes it, retro- 
spect, a dear thing to a woman, is spoiled. Many a 
man has been sent to the right-about because he has 
ventured his proposal at the wrong time. What 
would have occurred to Lambert it is hard to tell ; 
but he saw that something was wrong, and stopped 
in time. 

"When General Armour and his party reached 
Greyhope it was late in the evening. The girl 
seemed tired and confused by the events of the day, 
and did as she was directed indifferently, limply. 
But when they entered the gates of Greyhope and 
travelled up the long avenue of limes, she looked 
round her somewhat eagerly, and drew a long sigh, 
maybe of relief or pleasure. She presently stretched 
out a hand almost caressingly to the thick trees and 
the grass, and said aloud, " Oh, the beautiful trees 
and the long grass ! " There was a whirr of birds' 
wings among the branches, and then, presently, there 
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rose from a distance the sweet, gurgling whistle of 
the nightingale. A smile as of reminiscence crossed 
her face. Then she said, as if to herself, " It is the 
same. I shall not die. I hear the birds' wings, and 
one is singing. It is pleasant to sleep in the long 
grass when the nights are summer, and to hang 
your cradle in the trees." 

She had asked for her own blanket, refusing a 
rug, when they left St. Albans, and it had been 
given to her. She drew it about her now with a 
feeling of comfort, and seemed to lose the horrible 
sense of strangeness which had almost convulsed her 
when she was put into the carriage at the railwaj^ 
station. Her reserve had hidden much of what she 
really felt; but the drive through the limes had 
shown General Armour and his wife that they had 
to do with a nature having capacities for sensitive 
feeling ; which, it is sometimes thought, is only the 
prerogative of certain well-bred civilisations. 

But it was impossible that they should yet, or 
for many a day, feel any sense of kinship with this 
aboriginal girl. Presently the carriage drew up to 
the doorway, which was instantly open to them. A 
broad belt of light streamed out upon the stone 
steps. Far back in the hall stood Marion, one hand 
upon the balustrade of the staircase, the other 
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tightly held at her side, as if to nerve herself for 
the meeting. The eyes of the Indian girl pierced 
the light, and, as if by a strange instinct, found those 
of Marion, even before she left the carriage. Lali 
felt vaguely that here was her possible enemy. As 
she stepped out of the carriage. General Armour's 
hand under her elbow to assist her, she drew her 
blanket something more closely about her, and so 
proceeded up the steps. The composure of the 
servants was, in the circumstances, remarkable. It 
needed to have been, for the courage displayed by 
Lali's two new guardians during the day almost fal- 
tered at the threshold of their own home. Any 
sign of surprise or amusement on the part of the 
domestics would have given them some painful mo- 
ments subsequently. But all was perfectly decorous. 
Marion still stood motionless, almost dazed. The 
group advanced into the hall, and there paused, as 
if waiting for her. 

At that moment Eichard came out of the study 
at her right hand, took her arm, and said quietly, 
"Come along, Marion; let us be as brave as our 
father and mother." 

She gave a hard little gasp and seemed to awake 
as from a dream. She quickly glided forward ahead 
of him, kissed her mother and father almost abrupt- 
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ly, then tnrned to the young wife with a scrutinis- 
ing eye. 

" Marion," said her father, " this is your sister." 

Marion stood hesitating, confused. 

" Marion, dear," repeated her mother ceremoni- 
ously, " this is your brother's wife. — Lali, this is your 
husband's sister, Marion." 

Mackenzie translated the words swiftly to the 
girl, and her eyes flashed wide. Then in a low voice 
she said in English, " Yes, Marion, Hcyw ! " 

It is probable that neither Marion nor any one 
present knew quite the meaning of How^ save 
Eichard, and he could not suppress a smile, it 
sounded so absurd and aboriginal. But at this ex- 
clamation Marion once more came to herself. She 
could not possibly go so far as her mother did at the 
dock and kiss this savage, but, with a rather sudden 
grasp of the hand, she said, a little hysterically, — for 
her brain was going round like a wheel, — "Wo- 
won't you let me take your blanket ? " and forthwith 
laid hold of it with tremulous politeness. 

The question sounded, for the instant, so ludi- 
crous to Eichard that, in spite of the distressing 
situation, he had to choke back a laugh. Tears 
afterwards, if he wished for any momentary revenge 
upon Marion (and he had a keen sense of wordy 
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retaliation), he simply said, " Wo-won't you let me 
take your blanket ? " 

Of course the Indian girl did not understand, 
but she submitted to the removal of this uncommon 
mantle, and stood forth a less trying sight to Ma-* 
rion's eyes ; for, as we said before, her buckskin 
costume set off softly the good outlines of her 
form. 

The Indian girl's eyes wandered from Marion to 
Eichard. They wandered from anxiety, doubt, and 
a bitter kind of reserve to cordiality, sympathy, and 
a grave kind of humour. Instantly the girl knew 
that she had in eccentric Richard Armour a frank 
friend. Unlike as he was to his brother, there was 
still in their eyes the same friendliness and humanity. 
That is, it was the same look that Frank carried 
when he first came to her father's lodge. 

Eichard held out his hand with a cordial little 
laugh and said, " Ah, ah, very glad, very glad 1 Just 
in time for supper. Come along. How is Frank, 
eh ? how is Frank ? Just so ; just so. Pleasant 
journey, I suppose ? " He shook her hand warmly 
three or four times, and, as he held it, placed his 
left hand over it and patted it patriarchally, as was 
his custom with all the children and all the old 
ladies that he knew. 
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" Eichard," said his mother, in a studiously neu- 
tral viice, " you might see about the wine." 

Then Eichard .appeared to recover himself, and 
did as he was requested, but not until his brother's 
wife had said to him in English, as they courteously 
drew her towards the staircase, " Oh, my brother, 
Eichard, ^M^/" 

But the first strain and suspense were now over 
for the family, and it is probable that never had 
they felt such relief as when they sat down behind 
closed doors in their own rooms for a short respite, 
while the Indian girl was closeted alone with Mac- 
kenzie and a trusted maid, in what she called her 
wigwam. 
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CHAPTER V. 

AN AWKWARD HALF-HOUE. 

It is just as well, perhaps, that the matter had 
become notorious. Otherwise the Armours had 
lived in that unpleasant condition of being con- 
stantly " discovered." It was simply a case of aim- 
ing at absolute secresy, which had been frustrated 
by Frank himself, or bold and unembarrassed ac- 
knowledgment and an attempt to carry things off 
with a high hand. The latter course was the only 
one possible. It had originally been Richard's idea, 
appropriated by General Armour, and accepted by 
Mrs. Armour and Marion with what grace was pos- 
sible. The publication of the event prepared their 
friends, and precluded the necessity for reserve. 
What the friends did not know was whether they 
ought or ought not to commiserate the Armours. 
It was a diflScult position. A death, an accident, a 
lost reputation, would have been easy to them ; con- 
cerning these there could be no doubt. But an In- 
dian daughter-in-law, a person in moccasins, was 
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scarcely a thing to be congratulated upon ; and yet 
sympathy and consolation might be much mis- 
placed ; no one could tell how the Armours would 
take it. For even their closest acquaintances knew 
what kind of delicate hauteur was possible to them. 
Even the " 'centric " Eichard, who visited the cot- 
tages of the poor, carrying soup and luxuries of 
many kinds, accompanying them with the most 
wholesome advice a single man ever gave to fami- 
lies and the heads of families, whose laugh was so 
cheery and spontaneous, — and face so uncommonly 
grave and sad at times, — had a faculty for manner. 
With astonishing suddenness he could raise insur- 
mountable barriers; and people, not of his order, 
who occasionally presumed on his simplicity of life 
and habits, found themselves put distinctly ill at ease 
by a quiet, curious look in his eye. No man was 
ever more the recluse and at the same time the man 
of the world. He had had his bitter little comedy 
of life, but it was different from that of his brother 
Frank. It was buried very deep; not one of his 
family knew of it: Edward Lambert, and one or 
two others who had good reason never to speak of 
it, were the only persons possessing his secret. 

But all England knew of Frank's mesalliance. 
And the question was, What would people do? 
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They very properly did nothing at first. They 
waited to see how the Armours would act : they did 
not congratulate; they did not console; that was 
left to those papers which chanced to resent Gren- 
eral Armour's politics, and those others which were 
emotional and sensational on every subject — par- 
ticularly so where women were concerned. 

It was the beginning of the season, but the 
Armours had decided that they would not go to 
town. That is, the general and his wife were not 
going. They felt that they ought to be at Grey- 
hope with their daughter-in-law — which was to their 
credit. Regarding Marion they had nothing to say. 
Mrs. 'Armour inclined to her going to town for the 
season, to visit Mrs. Townley, who had thoughtfully 
written to her, saying that she was very lonely, and 
begging Mrs. Armour to let her come, if she would. 
She said that of course Marion would see much of 
her people in town just the same. Mrs. Townley 
was a very clever and tactful woman. She guessed 
that General Armour and his wife were not likely 
to come to town, but that must not appear, and 
the invitation should be on a different basis — as it 
was. 

It is probable that Marion saw through the deli- 
cate plot, but that did not make her like Mrs. Town- 
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ley less. These little pieces of art make life possi- 
ble, these tender fictions ! 

Marion was, however, not in good hnmour ; she 
was nervous and a little petulant. She had a high- 
strung temperament, a sensitive perception of the 
' fitness of things, and a horror of what was gauche j 
and she would, in brief, make a rather austere per- 
son if the lines of life did not run in her favour. 
She had something of Frank's impulsiveness and 
temper ; it would have been a great blessing to her 
if she had had a portion of Eichard's philosophical 
humour also. She was at a point of tension — her 
mother and Eichard could see that. She was anx- 
ious — though for the world she would not have had 
it thought so — regarding Captain Vidall. She had 
never cared for anybody but him ; it was possible 
she never would. But he did not know this, and 
she was not absolutely sure that his evident but as 
yet informal love would stand this strain — which 
shows how people very honourable and perfect- 
minded in themselves may allow a large margin to 
other people who are presumably honourable and 
perfect-minded also. ' There was no engagement 
between them, and he was not bound in any way, 
and could, therefore, without slashing the hem of 
the code, retire without any apology ; but they had 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



AN AWKWARD HALF-HOUR. 67 

had that nnspoken understanding which most people 
who love each other show even before a word of 
declaration has passed their lips. If he withdrew 
because of this scandal there might be some awk- 
ward hours for Frank Armour's wife at Greyhope ; 
but, more than that, there would be a very hard- 
hearted young lady to play her part in the deceitful 
world ; she would be as merciless as she could be. 
Katurally, being young, she exaggerated the impor- 
tance of the event, and brooded on it. It was dif- 
ferent with her father and mother. They were 
shocked and indignant at first, but when the first 
scene had been faced they began to make the best 
of things all round. That is, they proceeded at 
once to turn the North American Indian into a 
European — a matter of no little diflSculty. A gov- 
esness was discussed ; but General Armour did not 
like the idea, and Eichard opposed it heartily. She 
must be taught English and educated and made pos- 
sible " in Christian clothing," as Mrs. Armour put 
it. Of the education they almost despaired — all 
save Eichard ; time, instruction, vanity, and a dress- 
maker might do much as to the other. 

The evening of her arrival, Lali would not, with 
any urging, put on clothes of Marion's which had 
been sent in to her. And the next morning it was 
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still the same. She came into the breakfast-room 
dressed still in buckskin and moccasins, and though 
the grease had been taken out of her hair it was still 
combed flat. Mrs. Armour had tried to influence 
her through Mackenzie, but to no purpose. She 
was placidly stubborn. 

It had been unwisely told her by Mackenzie that 
they were Marion's clothes. They scarcely took in 
the fact that the girl had pride, that she was the 
daughter of a chief, and a chieftainess herself, and 
that it was far from happy to offer her Marion's 
clothes to wear. 

Now, Eichard, when he was a lad, had been on 
a journey to the South Seas, and had learned some 
of the peculiarities of the native mind, and he did 
not suppose that American Indians differed very 
much from certain well-bred Polynesians in little 
matters of form and good taste. When his mother 
told him what had occurred before Lali entered the 
breakfast-room, he went directly to what he believed 
was the cause, and advised tact with conciliation. 
He also pointed out that Lali was something taller 
than Marion, and that she might be possessed of 
that general trait of humanity — ^vanity. Mrs. Ar- 
mour had not yet got used to thinking of the girl 
in another manner than an intrusive being of a 
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lower order, who was there to try their patience, 
bat also to do their bidding. She had yet to grasp 
the fact that, being her son's wife, she must have, 
therefore, a position in the house, exercising a cer- 
tain authority over the servants, who, to Mrs. Ar- 
mour, at first seemed of superior stufi. But Kichard 
said to her, " Mother, I fancy you don't quite grasp 
the position. The girl is the daughter of a chief, 
and the descendant of a family of chiefs, perhaps 
through many generations. In her own land she 
has been used to respect, and has been looked up to 
pretty generally. Her garments are, I fancy, con- 
sidered very smart in the Hudson's Bay country ; 
and a finely decorated blanket like hers is expensive 
up there. You see, we have to take the thing by 
comparison ; so please give the girl a chance." 

And Mrs. Armour answered wearily, "I sup- 
pose you are right, Eichard ; you generally are in 
the end, though why you should be I do not know, 
for you never see anything of the world any more, 
and you moon about among the cottages. I sup- 
pose it's your native sense and the books you read." 

Eichard laughed softly, but there was a queer 

ring in the laugh, and he came over stumblingly 

and put his arm round his mother's shoulder. 

"Never mind how I get such sense as I have, 
6 
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mother ; I have so much time to think, it would 
be a wonder if I hadn't some. But I think we had 
better try to study her, and coax her along, and not 
fob her o£E as a very inferior person, or we shall 
have our hands full in earnest. My opinion is, she 
has got that which will save her and us too — ^a very 
high spirit, which only needs opportunity to de- 
velop into a remarkable thing ; and, take my word 
for it, mother, if we treat her as a chieftainess, or 
princess, or whatever she is, and not simply as a 
dusky person, we shall come off better and she will 
come off better in the long run. She is not darker 
than a Spaniard, anyhow." 

At this point Marion entered the room, and her 
mother rehearsed briefly to her what their talk had 
been. Marion had had little sleep, and she only 
lifted her eyebrows at them at first. She was in 
little mood for conciliation. She remembered all 
at once that at supper the evening before her sister- 
in-law had said How ! to the butler, and had eaten 
the mayonnaise with a dessert spoon. But pres- 
ently, because she saw they waited for her to 
speak, she said, with a little flutter of malicious- 
ness, "Wouldn't it be well for Eichard — he has 
plenty of time, and we are also likely to have it 
now — to put us all through a course of instruction 
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for the training of chief tainesses ? And when do 
you think she will be ready for a drawing-room — 
Her Majesty Queen Victoria's, or ours ? " 

"Marion!" said Mrs. Armour severely; but 
Eichard came round to her, and, with his fresh, 
childlike humour, put his arm round her waist and 
added, " Marion, I'd be willing to bet (if I were in 
the habit of betting) my shaky old pins here against 
a lock of your hair that you may present her at 
any drawing-room — ours or Queen Victoria's — in 
two years, if we go at it right ; and it would serve 
Master Frank very well if we turned her out some- 
thing, after all." 

Mrs. Armour said almost eagerly, "I wish it 
were only possible, Richard. And what you say 
is true, I suppose, that she is of rank in her own 
country, whatever value that may have ! " 

Eichard saw his advantage. "Well, mother," 
he said, "a chieftainess is a chief tainess, and I 
don't know but to announce her as such, and " 

" And be proud of it, as it were," put in Marion, 
" and pose her, and make her a prize, — a Pocahon- 
tas, wasn't it ? — and go on pretending world without 
end!" Marion's voice was still slightly grating, 
but there was in it too a faint sound of hope. 
" Perhaps," she said to herself, " Eichard is right." 
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At this point the door opened and Lali enterfed, 
shown in by Colvin, her newly-appointed maid, and 
followed by Mackenzie, and, as we said, dressed still 
in her heathenish garments. She had a strong sense 
of dignity, for she stood still and waited. Perhaps 
nothing could have impressed Marion more. Had 
Lali been subservient simply, an entirely passive, 
unintelligent creature, she would probably have 
tyrannised over her in a soft, persistent fashion, 
and despised her generally. But Mrs. Armour and 
Marion saw that this stranger might become very 
troublesome indeed, if her temper were to have 
play. They were aware of capacities for passion 
in those dark eyes, so musing yet so active in ex- 
pression, which moved swiftly from one object to 
another and then suddenly became resolute. 

Both mother and daughter came forward, and 
held out their hands, wishing her a pleasant good- 
morning, and were followed by Eichard, and im- 
mediately by General Armour, who had entered 
soon after her. She had been keen enough to read 
(if a little vaguely) behind the scenes, and her mind 
was wakening slowly to the peculiarity of the posi- 
tion she occupied. The place awed her, and had 
broken her rest by perplexing her mind, and she 
sat down to the breakfast-table with a strange 
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hunted look in her face. But opposite to her was 
a window opening to the ground, and beyond it 
were the limes and beeches and a wide perfect 
sward, and far away a little lake, on which swans 
and wild fowl fluttered. Presently, as she sat silent, 
eating little, her eyes lifted to the window. They 
flashed instantly, her face lighted up with a weird 
kind of charm, and suddenly she got to her feet 
with Indian exclamations on her lips, and, as if un- 
conscious of them all, went swiftly to the window 
and out of it, waving her hands up and down once 
or twice to the trees and the sunlight. 

" What did she say ? " said Mrs. Armour, rising 
with the others. 

" She said," replied Mackenzie, as she hurried 
towards the window, " that they were her beautiful 
woods, and there were wild birds flying and swim- 
ming in the water, as in her own country." 

By this time all were at the window, Richard 
arriving last, and the Indian girl turned on them, 
her body all quivering with excitement, laughed a 
low, birdlike laugh, and then, clapping her hands 
above her head, she swung round and ran like a 
deer towards the lake, shaking her head back as an 
animal does when fleeing from his pursuers. She 
would scarcely have been recognised as the same 
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placid, speechless woman in a blanket who sat with 
folded hands day after day on the Aphrodite. 

The watchers turned and looked at each other in 
wonder. Truly, their task of civilising a savage 
would not lack in interest. The old general was 
better pleased, however, at this display of activity 
and excitement than at yesterday's taciturnity. He 
loved spirit, even if it had to be subdued, and he 
thought on the instant that he might possibly come 
to look upon the fair savage as an actual and not a 
nominal daughter-in-law. He had a keen appreci- 
ation of courage, and he thought he saw in her face, 
as she turned upon them, a look of defiance or dar- 
ing, and nothing could have got at his nature quick- 
er. If the case had not been so near to his own 
hearthstone he would have chnckled. As it was, he 
said good-humouredly that Mackenzie and Marion 
should go and bring her back. But Mackenzie was 
already at that duty. Mrs. Armour had had the 
presence of mind to send for Colvin ; but presently, 
when the general spoke, she thought it better that 
Marion should go, and counselled returning to break- 
fast and not making the matter of too much im- 
portance. This they did, Eichard very reluctantly ; 
while Marion, rather pleased than not at the spirit 
shown by the strange girl, ran away over the grass 
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towards the lake, where Lali had now stopped. 
There was a little bridge at one point where tlie 
lake narrowed, and Lali, evidently seeing it all at 
once, went towards it, and ran up on it, standing 
poised above the water about the middle of it. For 
an instant an unpleasant possibility came into Mar- 
ion's mind : suppose the excited girl intended sui- 
cide! She shivered as she thought of it, and 

yet 1 She put that horribly cruel and selfislp 

thought away from her with an indignant word at 
herself. She had passed Mackenzie, and came first 
to the lake. Here she slackened, and waved her 
hand playfully to the girl, so as not to frighten her ; 
and then with a forced laugh came np panting on 
the bridge, and was presently by Lali's side. Lali 
eyed her a little furtively, but, seeing that Marion 
was much inclined to be pleasant, she nodded to 
her, said some Indian words hastily, and spread out 
her hands towards the water. As she did so, Mar- 
ion noticed again the beauty of those hands and the 
graceful character of the gesture, so much so that 
she forgot the flat hair and the unstayed body, and 
the rather broad feet, and the delicate duskiness, 
which had so worked upon her in imagination and 
in fact the evening before. She put her hand kind- 
ly on that long slim hand stretched out beside her. 
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and, because she knew not what else to speak, and 
because the tongue is very perverse at times, — say- 
ing the opposite of what is expected, — she herself 
blundered out, ^'^How ! How! Lali." 

Perhaps Lali was as much surprised at the re- 
mark as Marion herself, and certainly very much 
more delighted. The sound of those familiar words, 
spoken by accident as they were, opened the way to 
ft better understanding, as nothing else could pos- 
sibly have done. Marion was annoyed with herself, 
and yet amused too. If her mind had been per- 
fectly assured regarding Captain Vidall, it is prob- 
able that then and there a peculiar, a genial, com- 
radeship would have been formed. As it was, 
Marion found this little event more endurable than 
she expected. She also found that Lali, when she 
laughed in pleasant acknowledgment of that How ! 
had remarkably white and regular teeth. Indeed, 
Marion Armour began to discover some estimable 
points in the appearance of her savage sister-in-law. 
Marion remarked to herself that Lali might be a 
rather striking person, if she were dressed, as her 
mother said, in Christian garments, could speak the 
English language well — and was somebody else's 
sister-in-law. 
, At this point Mackenzie came breathlessly to the 
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bridge, and called out a little sharply to Lali, rebuk- 
ing her. In this Mackenzie made a mistake; for 
not only did Lali draw herself up with considerable 
dignity, but Marion, noticing the masterful nature 
of the tone, instantly said, " Mackenzie, you must 
remember that you are speaking to Mrs. Francis 
Armour, and that her position in General Armour's 
house is the same as mine. I hope it is not neces- 
sary to say anything more, Mackenzie." 

Mackenzie flushed. She was a sensible woman, 
she knew that she had done wrong, and she said 
very promptly, " I am very sorry, miss ; I was flus- 
tered, and I expect I haven't got used to speaking 
to— to Mrs. Armour as I'll be sure to do in the 
future." 

As she spoke, two or three deer came trotting 
out of the beeches down to the lake side. If Lali 
was pleased and excited before, she was over- 
whelmed now. Her breath came in quick little 
gasps; she laughed; she tossed her hands; she 
seemed to become dizzy with delight ; and presently, 
as if this new link with, and reminder of, her past, 
had moved her as one little expects a savage heart 
to be moved, two tears gathered in her eyes, then 
slid down her cheek unheeded, and dried there in 
the sunlight, as she still gazed at the deer. Mar^ 
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ion, at first surprised, was now touched, as she 
could not have thought it possible concerning this 
wild creature, and her hand went out and caught 
Lali's gently. At this geAuine act of sympathy, 
instinctively felt by Lali, — the stranger in a strange 
land, husbanded and yet a widow, — there came a 
flood of tears, and, dropping on her knees, she 
leaned against the low railing of the bridge and 
wept silently. So passionless was her grief it 
seemed the more pathetic, and Marion dropped on 
her knees beside her, put her arm round her shoul- 
der, and said, " Poor girl ! Poor girl 1 '^ 

At that Lali caught her hand, and held it, re- 
peating after her the words, " Poor girl 1 Poor 
girll" 

She did not quite understand them, but she re- 
membered that once just before she parted from 
her husband at the Great Lakes he had said those 
very words. If the fates had apparently given 
things into Frank Armour's hands when he sacri- 
ficed this girl to his revenge, they were evidently 
inclined to play a game which would eventually de- 
feat his purpose, wicked as it had been in effect if 
not in absolute motive. What the end of this at- 
tempt to engraft the Indian girl upon the strictest 
convention of English social life would have been 
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had her introduction not been at Greyhope, where 
faint likenesses to her past surrounded her, it is 
hard to conjecture. But, from present appearances, 
it would seem that Eichard Armour was not wholly 
a false prophet ; for the savage had shown herself 
that morning to possess, in their crudeness, some 
striking qualities of character. Given character, 
many things are possible, even to those who are not 
of the elect. 

This was the beginning of better things. Lali 
seemed to the Armours not quite so impossible now. 
Had she been of the very common order of Indian 
" pure and simple," the task had resolved itself into 
making a common savage into a very common Eu- 
ropean. But, whatever Lali was, it was abundantly 
evident that she must be reckoned with at all points, 
and that she was more likely to become a very star- 
tling figure in the Armour household than a mere 
encumbrance to be blushed for, whose eternal ab- 
sence were preferable to her company. 

Years after that first morning Marion caught 
herself shuddering at the thought that came to her 
when she saw Lali hovering on the bridge. What- 
ever Marion's faults were, she had a fine dislike of 
anything that seemed unfair. She had not ridden 
to hounds for nothing. She had at heart the sport&- 
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man's instinct. It was upon this basis, indeed, that 
Richard appealed to her in the first trjdng days of 
Lali's life among them. To oppose your will to 
Marion on the basis of superior knowledge was only 
to turn her into a rebel ; and a very eflEective rebel 
she made ; for she had a pretty gift at the retort 
courteous, and she could take as much, and as well, 
as she gave. She* rebelled at first at assisting in 
Lali's education, though by fits and starts she would 
teach her English words, and help her to form long 
sentences, and was, on the whole, quite patient. 
But Lali's real instructors were Mrs. Armour and 
Eichard ; her best, Eichard. 

The first few days she made but little progress, 
for everything was strange to her, and things made 
her giddy, — the servants, the formal routine, the 
handsome furnishings, Marion's music, the great 
house, the many precise personal duties set for her, 
to be got through at stated times ; and Mrs. Ar- 
mour's rather grand manner. But there was the 
relief to this, else the girl had pined terribly for her 
^native woods and prairies; this was the park, the 
deer, the lake, the hares and birds. While she sat 
saying over after Mrs. Armour words and phrases 
in English, or was being shown how she must put 
on and wear the clothes which a dressmaker from 
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Eegent Street had been brought to make, her eyes 
would wander dreamily to the trees and the lake 
and the grass. They soon discovered that she 
would pay no attention and was straightway diffi- 
cult to teach if she was not placed where she could 
look out on the park. They had no choice, for 
though her resistance was never active it was never- 
theless effective. 

Presently she got on very swiftly with Eichard. 
For he, with instinct worthy of a woman, turned 
their lessons upon her own country and Frank. 
This cost him something, but it had its reward. 
There was no more listlessness. Previously Frank's 
name had scarcely been spoken to her. Mrs. Armour 
would have hours of hesitation and impotent regret 
before she brought herself to speak of her son to 
his Indian wife. Marion tried to do it a few times 
and failed ; the general did it with rather a forced 
voice and manner, because he saw that his wife was 
very tender upon the point. But Eichard, who 
never knew self-consciousness, spoke freely of Frank 
when he spoke at all; and it was seeing* Lali's eyes 
brighten and her look earnestly fixed on him when 
he chanced to mention Frank's name, that deter- 
mined him on his new method of instruction. It 
had its dangers, but he had calculated them all. 
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The girl must be educated at all costs. The sooner 
that occurred the sooner would she see her own 
position and try to adapt herself to her responsibili- 
ties, and face the real state of her husband's attitude 
towards her. 

He succeeded admirably. Striving to tell him 
about her past life, and ready to talk endlessly 
about her husband, of his prowess in the hunt, of 
his strength and beauty, she also strove to find Eng- 
lish words for the purpose, and Eichard supplied 
them with uncommon willingness. He humoured 
her so far as to learn many Indian words and 
phrases, but he was chary of his use of them, and 
tried hard to make her appreciative of her new life 
and surroundings. He watched her waking slowly 
to an understanding of the life, and of all that it in- 
volved. It gave him a kind of fear, too, because 
she was sensitive, and there was the possible danger 
of her growing disheartened or .desperate, and 
doing some mad thing in the hour that she wakened 
to the secret behind her marriage. 

His apprehensions were not without cause. For 
slowly there came into Lali's mind the element of 
comparison. She l>ecame conscious of it one day 
when some neighbouring people called at Greyhope. 
Mrs. Armour, in her sense of duty, which she had 
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rigidly set before her, introduced Lali into the 
drawing-room. The visitors veiled their curiosity 
and said some pleasant casual things to the young 
wife, but she saw the half-curious, half-furtive 
glances, she caught a sidelong glance and smile, 
and when they were gone she took to looking at 
herself in a mirror, a thing she could scarcely be 
persuaded to do before. She saw the diflEerence be- 
tween her carriage and theirs, her manner of wear- 
ing her clothes and theirs, her complexion and 
theirs. She exaggerated the difference. She 
brooded on it. Now she sat downcast and timid, 
and hunted in face, as on the first evening she 
came ; now she appeared restless and excited. 

If Mrs. Armour was not exactly sympathetic 
with her, she was quiet and f orebearing, and Gen- 
eral Armour, like Richard, tried to draw her out — 
but not on the same subjects. He dwelt upon what 
she did; the walks she took in the park, those 
hours in the afternoon when, with Mackenzie or Col- 
vin, she vanished into the beeches, making friends 
with the birds and deer and swans. But most of 
all she loved to go to the stables. She was, how- 
ever, asked not to go unless Richard or General 
Armour was with her. She loved horses, and these 
were a wonder to her. She had never known any 
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but the wild, nngroomed Indian pony, on which 
fihe had ridden in every fashion and over every 
kind of country. Mrs. Armour sent for a riding- 
master, and had riding-costumes made for her. It 
was intended that she should ride every day as soon 
as she seemed sufficiently presentable. This did 
not appear so very far off, for she improved daily 
in appearance. Her hair was growing finer, and 
was made up in the modest prevaiUng fashion ; her 
skin, no longer exposed to an inclement cUmate, 
and subject to the utmost care, was smoother and 
fairer; her feet, encased in fine, well-made boots, 
looked much smaller; her waist was shaped to 
fashion, and she was very straight and lissom. So 
many things she did jarred on her relatives, that 
they were not fully aware of the great improve- 
ment in her appearance. Even Kichard admitted 
her trying at times. 

Marion went up to town to stay with Mrs. 
Townley, and there had to face a good deal of curi- 
osity. People looked at her sometimes as if it was 
she and not Lali that was an Indian. But she car- 
ried things off bravely enough, and answered those 
kind inquiries which one's friends make when we 
are in embarrassing situations, with answers so calm 
and pleasant that people did not know what to think. 
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"Yes," she said, in reply to Lady Balwood, 
"her sister-in-law might be in town later in the 
year, perhaps before the season was over : she 
could not tell. She was tired after her long voy- 
age, and she preferred the quiet of Greyhope ; she 
was fond of riding and country-life; but still she 
would come to town for a time." And so on. 

"Ah, dear me, how charming! And doesn't 
she resent her husband's absence — during the honey- 
moon? or did the honeymoon occur before she 
came over to England ? " And Lady Balwood tried 
to say it all playfully, and certainly said it some- 
thing loudly. She had daughters. 

But Marion was perfectly prepared. Her' face 
did not change expression. " Yes, they had had 
their honeymoon on the prairies, Frank was so 
fascinated with the Hfe and the people. He had 
not come home at once, because he was making she 
did not know how great a fortune over there in 
investments, and so Mrs. Armour came on before 
him, and, of course, as soon as he could get away 
from his business, he would follow his wife." 

And though Marion smiled, her heart was very 
hot, and she could have slain Lady Balwood in her 
tracks. Lady Balwood then nodded a little patron- 
isingly, and babbled that " she hoped so much to 
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see Mrs. Francis Armour. She must be so very 
interesting, the papers said so much about her." 

Now, while this conversation was going on, 
some one stood not far behind Marion, who seemed 
much interested in her and what she said. But 
Marion did not see this person. She was startled 
presently, however, to hear a strong voice say softly 
over her shoulder, " What a charming woman Lady 
Balwood is ! And so ingenuous 1 " 

She was grateful, tremulous, proud. Why had 
he — Captain Yidall — kept out of the way all these 
weeks, jnst when she needed him most, just when 
he should have played the part of a man ? Then 
she was feeling twinges at the heart, too. She had 
seen Lady Agnes Martling that afternoon, and had 
noticed how the news had worn on her. She felt 
how much better it had been had Frank come 
quietly home and married her, instead of doing the 
wild, scandalous thing that was making so many 
heart-burnings. A few minutes ago she had longed 
for a chance to say something delicately acid to 
Lady Haldwell, once Julia Sherwood, who was 
there. Now there was a chance to give her bitter 
spirit tongue. She was glad — she dared not think 
how glad — to hear that voice again; but she was 
angry too, and he should suffer for it, — ^the more so 
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because she recognised in the tone, and afterwards 
in his face, that he was still absorbingly interested 
in her. There was a little burst of thanksgiving in 
her heart, and then she prepared a very notable 
commination service in her mind. 

This meeting had been deftly arranged by Mrs. 
Townley, with the help of Edward Lambert, who 
now held her fingers with a kind of vanity of pos- 
session whenever he bade her good-bye or met her. 
Captain Yidall had, in fact, been out of the coun- 
try, had only been back a week, and had only heard 
of Frank Armour's mesallia/nce from Lambert at 
an At Home forty-eight hours before. Mrs. Town- 
ley guessed what was really at the bottom of 
Marion's occasional bitterness, and, piecing together 
many little things dropped casually by her friend, 
had come to the conclusion that the happiness of 
two people was at stake. 

When Marion shook hands with Captain Vidall 
she had herself exceedingly well under control. 
She looked at him in slight surprise, and casually 
remarked that they had not chanced to meet lately 
in the run of small-and-earlies. She appeared to be 
unconscious that he had been out of the country, 
and also that she had been till very recently indeed 
at Greyhope. He hastened to assure her that he 
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had been away, and to lay siege to this unexpected 
barrier. He knew all about Frank's affair, and, 
though it troubled him, he did not see why it should 
make any difference in his regard for Frank's sister. 
Fastidious as he was in all things, he was fastidious- 
ly deferential. Not an exquisite, he had all that 
vanity as to appearance so usual with the military 
man ; himself of the most perfect temper and sweet- 
ness of manner and conduct, the unusual disturbed 
him. Not possessed of a vivid imagination, he could 
scarcely conjure up this Indian bride at Greyhope. 

But face to face with Marion Armour he saw 
what troubled him, and he determined that he 
would not meet her irony with irony, her assumed 
indifference with indifference. He had learned one 
of the most important lessons of life — never to 
quarrel with a woman. Whoever has so far erred 
has been foolish indeed. It is the worst of policy, 
to say nothing of its being the worst of art ; and 
life should never be without art. It is absurd to be 
perfectly natural; anything, anybody can be that. 
Well, Captain Hume Vidall was something of an 
artist, more, however, in principle than by tempera- 
ment. He refused to recognise the rather malicious 
adroitness with which Marion tarned his remarks 
again upon himself, twisted out of all semblance. 
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He was very patient. He inquired quietly, and as 
if honestly interested, about Frank, and said — be- 
cause he thought it safest as well as most reasonable 
— that, naturally, they must have been surprised at 
his marrying a native; but he himself had seen 
some such marriages turn out very well — ^in Japan, 
India, the South Sea Islands, and Canada. He as- 
sumed that Marion's sister-in-law was beautiful, and 
then disarmed Marion by saying that he thought of 
going down to Greyhope immediately, to call on 
General Armour and Mrs. Armour, and wondered 
if she was going bprck before the end of the season. 

Quick as Marion was, this was said so quietly 
that she did not quite see the drift of it. She had 
intended staying in London to the end of the sea- 
son, not because she enjoyed it, but because she was 
determined to face Frank's marriage at every 
quarter, and have it over, once for all, so far as her- 
self was concerned. But now, taken slightly aback, 
she said, almost without thinking, that she would 
probably go back soon — she was not quite sure ; but 
certainly her father and mother would be glad to 
see Captain Yidall at any time. 

Then, without any apparent relevancy, he asked 
her if Mrs. Frank Armour still wore her Indian 
costume. In any one else the question had seemed 
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impertinent ; in him it had a touch of confidence 
of the privilege of close friendship. Then he said, 
with a meditative look and a very calm, retrospec- 
tive voice, that he was once very much in love with 
a native girl in India, and might have become 
permanently devoted to her, were it not for the ac- 
cident of his being ordered back to England sum- 
marily. 

This was a piece of news which cut two ways. 
In the first place it lessened the extraordinary char- 
acter of Frank's marriage, and it roused in her an 
immediate curiosity — which a woman always feels 
in the past " affairs " of her lover, or possible lover. 
Vidall did not take pains to impress her with the 
fact that the matter occurred when he was almost a 
boy ; and it was when her earnest inquisition had 
drawn from him, bit by bit, the circumstances of 
the case, and she had forgotten many "parts of her 
commination service and to preserve an effective 
neutrality in tone, that she became aware he was 
speaking ancient history. Then it was too late to 
draw back. 

They had threaded their way through the crowd 
into the conservatory, where they were quite alone, 
and there, with only a little pyramid of hydrangeas 
between them, which she could not help but notice 
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chimed well with the colour of her dress, he 
dropped his voice a little lower, and then suddenly 
said, his eyes hard on her, " I want your permission 
to go to Greyhope." 

The tone drew her eyes hastily to his, and, see- 
ing, she dropped them again. Vidall had a strong 
will, and, what is of more consequence, a peculiarly 
attractive voice. It had a vibration which made 
some of his words organ-like in sound. She felt 
the influence of it. She said a little faintly, her 
fingers toying with a hydrangea, " I am afraid I do 
not understand. There is no reason why you 
should not go to Greyhope without my permis- 
sion." 

" I cannot go without it," he persisted. " I am 
waiting for my commission from you." 

She dropped her hand from the flower with a 
little impatient motion. She was tired, her head 
ached, she wanted to be alone. "Why are you 
enigmatical ? " she said. Then quickly, " I wish I 
knew what is in your mind. You play with words 
so." 

She scarcely knew what she said. A woman 
who loves a man very much is not quick to take in 
the absolute declaration of that man's love on the 
instant ; it is too wonderful for her. He felt his 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



82 THE TJEIA-NSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

cheek flush with hers, he drew her look again to 
his. " Marion 1 Marion!" he said. That was 
aU. 

" Oh, hush ! some one is coming," was her quick, 
throbbing reply. When they parted a half-hour 
later, he said to her, " Will you give me my com- 
mission to go to Greyhope ? " 

" Oh no, I cannot," she said very gravely ; " but 
come to Greyhope — when I go back." 

" And when will that be ? " he siaid, smiling, yet 
a little ruefully too. 

* " Oh, ask Mrs. Townley," she replied ; " she is 
coming also." 

Marion knew whdt that commission to go to 
Greyhope meant. But she determined that he 
should see Lali first, before anything irrevocable 
was done. She still looked upon Frank's marriage 
as a scandal. Well, Captain Vidall should face it 
in all its crudeness. So, in a week or less, Marion 
and Mrs. Townley were in Greyhope. 

Two months had gone since Lali arrived in Eng- 
land, and yet no letter had conje to her, or to any 
of them, from Frank. Frank's solicitor in London 
had written him fully of her arrival, and he had 
had a reply, with further instructions regarding 
money to be placed to General Armour's credit 
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for the benefit of his wife. Lali, as she became 
Europeanized, also awoke to the forms and cere- 
monies of her new life. She had overheard Frank's 
father and mother wondering, and fretting as they 
wondered, why they had not received any word 
from him. General Armour had even called him 
a scoundrel, which sent Frank's mother into tears. 
Then Lali had questioned Mackenzie and Colvin, 
for she had increasing shrewdness, and she began 
to feel her actual position. She resented General 
Armour's imputation, but in her heart she began to 
pine and wonder. At times, too, she was fitful, and 
was not to be drawn out. But she went on improv- 
ing in personal appearance and manner and in 
learning the English language. Mrs. Townley's ap- 
pearance marked a change in her. When they met 
she suddenly stood still and trembled. When Mrs. 
Townley came to her and took her hand and kissed 
her, she shivered, and then caught her about the 
shoulders lightly, but was silent. After a little 
she said, "Come — come to my wigwam, and talk 
with me." 

She said it with a strange little smile, for now 
she recognised that the word wigwam was not to be 
used in her new life. But Mrs. Townley whispered, 
" Ask Marion to come too." 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



84: THE TRANSLATION OP A SAVAGE. 

Lali hesitated, and then said, a little maliciously, 
" Marion, will you come to my wigwam ? " 

Marion ran to her, caught her about the waist, 
and replied gaily, " Yes, we will have a pow-wow — 
is that right ? iapow-wow right ? " 

The Indian girl shook her head with a pretty 
vagueness, and vanished with them. General Ar- 
mour walked up and down the room briskly, then 
turned on his wife and said, " Wife, it was a brutal 
thing : Frank doesn't deserve to be — the father of 
her child." 

But Lali had moods — singular moods. She in- 
dulged in one three days after the arrival of Marion 
and Mrs. Townley. She had learned to ride with 
the side saddle, and wore her riding-dress admi- 
rably. Nowhere did she show to better advantage. 
She had taken to riding now with General Armour 
on the country roads. On this day Captain Vidall 
was expected, he having written to ask that he 
might come. What trouble Lali had with one of 
the servants that morning was never thoroughly 
explained, but certain it is, she came to have a 
crude notion of why Frank Armour married her. 
The servant was dismissed duly, but that was after 
the contre-temps. 

It was late afternoon. Everybody had been 
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busy, because one or two other guests were ex- 
pected besides Captain Vidall. Lali had kept to 
herself, sending word through Eichard that she 
would not "be English," as she vaguely put it, 
that day. She had sent Mackenzie on some mis- 
sion. She sat on the floor of her room, as she used 
to sit on the ground in her father's lodge. Her 
head was bowed in her hands, and her arms rested 
on her knees. Her body swayed to and fro. Pres- 
ently all motion ceased. She became perfectly still. 
She looked before her as if studying something. 

Her eyes immediately hashed. She rose quickly 
to her feet, went to her wardrobe, and took out her 
Indian costume and blanket, with which she could 
never be induced to part. Almost feverishly she 
took off the clothes she wore and hastily threw 
them from her. Then she put on the buckskin 
clothes in which she had journeyed to England, 
drew down her hair as she used to wear it, fastened 
round her waist a long red sash which had been 
given her by a governor of the Hudson's Bay Com- 
pany when he had visited her father's country, 
threw her blanket round her shoulders, and then 
eyed herself in the great mirror in the room. What 
she saw evidently did not please her perfectly, for 
she stretched out her hands and looked at them; 
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she shook her head at herself and put her hand tc 
her cheeks and pinched them, — they were not so 
brown as they once were, — then she thrust out her 
foot. She drew it back quickly in disdain. Imme- 
diately she caught the fashionable slippers from her 
feet and threw them among the discarded garments. 
She looked at herself again. Still she was not satis- 
fied, but she threw up her arms, as with a sense of 
pleasure and freedom, and laughed at herself. She 
pushed out her moccasined foot, tapped the floor 
with it, nodded towards it, and said a word or two 
in her own language. She heard some one in the 
next room, possibly Mackenzie. She stepped to the 
door leading into the hall, opened it, went out, trav- 
elled its length, ran down a back hallway, out into 
the park, towards the stables, her blanket, as her 
hair, flying behind her. 

She entered the stables, made for a horse that 
she had ridden much, put a bridle on him, led him 
out before any one had seen her, and, catching him 
by the mane, suddenly threw herself on him at a 
bound, and, giving him a tap with a short whip she 
had caught up in the stable, headed him for the 
main avenue and the open road. Then a stableman 
saw her and ran after, but he might as well have 
tried to follow the wind. He forthwith proceeded 
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to saddle another horse. Boulter also saw her as 
she passed the house, and, running in, told Mrs. 
Armour and the general. They both ran to the 
window and saw dashing down the avenue — a pic- 
ture out of Fenimore Cooper; a saddleless horse 
with a rider whose fingers merely touched the 
bridle, riding as on a journey of life and death. 

"My God! it's Lali! She's mad! she's mad! 
She is striking that horse ! It will bolt ! It will 
kill her ! " said the general. 

Then he rushed for a horse to follow her. Mrs. 
Armour's hands clasped painfully. For an instant 
she had almost the same thought as had Marion on 
the first morning of Lali's coming ; but that passed, 
and left her gazing helplessly after the horsewoman. 
The flying blanket had frightened the blooded horse, 
and he made desperate efforts to fulfil the general's 
predictions. 

Lali soon found that she had miscalculated. She 
was not riding an Indian pony, but a crazed, high- 
strung horse. As they flew, she sitting superbly 
and tugging at the bridle, the party coming from 
the railway station entered the great gate, accom- 
panied by Eichard and Marion. In a moment they 
sighted this wild pair bearing down upon them with 
a terrible swiftness. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



88 THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

As Marion recogniBed Lali she turned pale and 
cried out, rising in her seat. Instinctively Captain 
Vidall knew who it was, though he could not guess 
the cause of the singular circumstance. He saw that 
the horse had bolted, but also that the rider seemed 
entirely fearless. " Why, in Heaven's name," he said 
between his teeth, *' does she not let go that blanket ? " 

At that moment Lali did let it go, and the horse 
dashed by them, making hard for the gate. " Turn 
the horses round and follow her," said Yidall to the 
driver. While this was doing, Marion caught sight 
of her father riding hard down the avenue. He passed 
them, and called to them to hurry on after him. 

Lali had not the slightest sense of fear, but she 
knew that the horse had gone mad. When they 
passed through the gate and swerved into the road, 
a less practised rider would have been thrown. She 
sat like wax. The pace was incredible for a mile, and 
though General Armour rode well, he was far behind. 

Suddenly a trap appeared in the road in front of 
them, and the driver, seeing the runaway, set his 
horses at right angles to the road. It served the 
purpose only to provide another danger. Not far 
from where the trap was drawn, and between it and 
the runaway, was a lane, which ended at a farmyard 
in a cul-de-aac. The horse swerved into it, not 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



AN AWKWARD HALF-HOUR. 89 

slacking its pace, and in the fraction of a minute 
came to the farmyard. 

But now the fever was in Lali's blood. She did 
not care whether she lived or died. A high hedge 
formed the culrdesac. When she saw the horse 
slacking she cut it savagely across the head twice 
with a whip, and drove him at the green wall. He 
was of too good make to refuse it, stiff as it was. 
He rose to it magnificently, and cleared it ; but al- 
most as he struck the ground squarely, he staggered 
and fell — the girl beneath him. He had burst a 
blood-vessel. The ground was soft and wet; the 
weight of the horse prevented her from getting 
free. She felt its hoof striking in its death-strug- 
gles, and once her shoulder was struck. Instinc- 
tively she buried her face in the mud, and her arms 
covered her head. 

And then she knew no more. 

When she came to, she was in the carriage with- 
in the gates of Greyhope, and Marion was bending 
over her. She suddenly tried to lift herself, but 
could not. Presently she saw another face — that of 
General Armour. It was stern, and yet his eyes 
were swimming as he looked at her. 

'^How!^^ she said to him, — ^'HowT^ and 
fainted again. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



CHAPTEE VI. 

THE PASSING OF THE YEAES. 

Lali's recovery was not rapid. A change had 
come upon her. With that strange ride had gone 
the last strong flicker of the desire for savage life in 
her. She knew now the position she held towards 
her husband : that he had never loved her; that she 
was only an instrument for unworthy retaliation. 
So soon as she could speak after her accident, she 
told them that they must not write to him and tell 
him of it. She also made them promise that they 
would give him no news of her at all, save that she 
was well. They could not refuse to promise ; they 
felt she had the right to demand much more than 
that. They had begun to care for her for herself, 
and when the months went by, and one day there 
was a hush about her room, and anxiety, and then 
relief, in the faces of all, they came to care for her 
still more for the sake of her child. 

As the weeks passed, the fair-haired child grew 

more and more like his father ; but if Lali thought 
90 
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of her husband they never knew it by anything she 
said, for she would not speak of him. She also 
made them promise that they would not write to 
him of the child's birth. Kichard, with his sense 
of justice, and knowing how much the woman had 
been wronged, said that in all this she had done 
quite right; that Frank, if he had done his duty 
after marrying her, should have come with her. 
And because they all felt that Eichard had been 
her best friend as well as their own, they called the 
child after him. This also was Lali's wish. Coin- 
cident with her motherhood there came to Lali a 
new purpose. She had not lived with the Armours , 
without absorbing some of their fine social sense 
and dignity. This, added to the native instinct of 
pride in her, gave her a new ambition. As hour 
by hour her child grew dear to her, so hour by hour 
her husband grew away from her. She schooled 
herself against him. At times she thought she 
hated him. She felt she could never forgive him, 
but she would prove to him that it was she who had 
made the mistake of her life in marrying him ; that 
she had been wronged, not he; and that his sin 
would face him with reproach and punishment one 
day. Eichard's prophecy was likely to come true : 
she would defeat very perfectly indeed Frank's in- 
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tentions. After the child was born, so soon as she 
was able, she renewed her studies with Eichard and 
Mrs. Armour. She read every morning for hours ; 
she rode ; she practised all those graceful arts of the 
toilet which belong to the social convention ; she 
showed an unexpected faculty for singing, and piac- 
tised it faithfully; and she begged Mrs. Armour 
and Marion to correct her at every point where 
correction seemed necessary. When the child was 
two years old, they all went to London, something 
against Lali's personal feelings, but quite in accord 
with what she felt her duty. 

Eichard was left behind at Greyhope. For the 
first time in eighteen months he was alone with his 
old quiet duties and recreations. During that time 
he had not neglected his pensioners, — ^his poor, sick, 
halt, and blind, — but a deeper, larger interest had 
come into his life in the person of Lali. During 
all that time she had seldom been out of his sight, 
never out of his influence and tutelage. His days 
had been full, his every hour had been given a 
keen, responsible interest. As if by tacit consent, 
every incident or development of Lali's life was in- 
fluenced by his judgment and decision. He had 
been more to her than General Armour, Mrs. 
Armour, or Marion. Schooled as he was in all the 
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ways of the world, he had at the same time a mind 
as sensitive as a woman's, an indescribable gentle 
ness, a persuasive temperament. Since, years be- 
fore, he had withdrawn from the social world and 
become a recluse, many of his finer qualities had 
gone into an indulgent seclusion. He had once 
loved the world and the gay life of London, but 
some untoward event, coupled with a radical love 
of retirement, had sent him into years of isolation 
at Greyhope. 

His tutelar relations with Lali had reopened 
many an old spring of sensation and experience. 
Her shy dependency, her innocent inquisitiveness, 
had searched out his remotest sympathies. In 
teaching her he had himself been re-taught. Be- 
fore she came he had been satisfied with the quiet 
usefulness and studious ease of his life. But in her 
presence something of his old youthfulness came 
back, some reflection of the ardent hopes of his 
young manhood. He did not notice the change in 
himself. He only knew that his life was very full. 
He read later at nights, he rose earlier in the morn- 
ing. But, unconsciously to himself, he was under- 
going a change. The more a man's sympathies and 
emotions are active, the less is he the philosopher. 
It is only when one has withdrawn from the more 
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personal influence of the emotions that one's phi- 
losophy may be trusted. One may be interested in 
mankind and still be philosophical— may be, as it 
were, the priest and confessor to all comers. But 
let one be touched in some vital corner in one's 
nature, and the high, faultless impartiality is gone. 
In proportion as Kichard's interest in Lali had 
grown, the universal quality of his sympathy had 
declined. Man is only man. -Not that his bene- 
factions as lord bountiful in the parish had grown 
perfunctory, but the calm detail of his interest was 
not so definite. He was the same, yet not the same. 
He was not aware of any difference in himself. 
He did not know that he looked younger by ten 
years. Such is the effect of mere personal sym- 
pathy upon a man's look and bearing. When, 
therefore, one bright May morning, the family at 
Greyhope, himself excluded, was ready to start for 
London, he had no thought but that he would drop 
back into his old silent life, as it was before Lali 
came, and his brother's child was born. He was 
not conscious that he was very restless that morn- 
ing ; he scarcely was aware that he had got up two 
hours earlier than usual. At the breakfast-table he 
was cheerful and alert. After breakfast he amused 
himself in playing with the child till the carriage 
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was brought round. It was such a morning as does 
not come a dozen times a year in England. The 
sweet, moist air blew from the meadows and up 
through the lime trees with a warm, insinuating 
gladness. The lawn sloped delightfully away to the 
flowered embrasures of the park, and a fragrant 
abundance of flowers met the eye and cheered the 
senses. While Eichard loitered on the steps with 
the child and its nurse, more excited than he knew, 
Lali came out and stood beside him. At the mo- 
ment Richard was looking into the distance. He 
did not hear her when she came. She stood near 
him for a moment, and did not speak. Her eyes 
followed the direction of his look, and idled tender- 
ly with the prospect before her. She did not even 
notice the child. The same thought was in the 
mind of both — with a difference. Eichard was 
wondering how any one could choose to change 
the sweet dignity of that rural life for the flaring, 
hurried delights of London and the season. He 
had thought this a thousand time^, and yet, though 
he would have been little willing to acknowledge 
it, his conviction was not so impregnable as it had 
been. 

Mrs. Francis Armour was stepping from the 
known to the unknown. She was leaving the pre- 
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cincts of a life in which, socially, she had been bom 
again. Its sweetness and benign quietness had all 
worked upon her nature and origin to change her. 
In that it was an out-door life, full of freshness and 
open-air vigour, it was not antagonistic to her past. 
Upon this sympathetic basis had been imposed the 
conditions of a fine social decorum. The condi- 
tions must still exist. But how would it be when 
she was withdrawn from this peaceful activity of 
nature and set down among "those garish lights" 
in Cavendish Square and Piccadilly? She hardly 
knew to what she was going as yet. There had 
been a few social functions at Greyhope since she 
had come, but that could give her, after all, but 
little idea of the swing and pressure of London 
life. 

At this moment she was lingering over the 
scene before her. She was wondering with the 
naive wonder of an awakened mind. She had in- 
tended many times of late saying to Kchard all 
the native gratitude she felt ; yet somehow she had 
never been able to say it. The moment of parting 
had come. 

"What are you thinking of, Eichard?" she 
said now. 

He started and turned towards her. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



THE PASSING OF THE YEARS. 97 

" I hardly know," he answered. " My thoughts 
were drifting." 

" Kichard," she said abruptly, " I want to thank 
you." 

" Thank me for what, Lali ? " he questioned. 

" To thank you, Eichard, for everything — since 
I came, over three years ago." 

He broke out into a soft little laugh, then, with 
his old good-natured manner, caught her hand as he 
did the first night she came to Greyhope, patted it 
in a fatherly fashion, and said — 

" It is the wrong way about, Lali ; I ought to be 
thanking you, not you me. Why, look what a stu- 
pid old fogy I was then, toddling about the place 
with too much time on my hands, reading a lot 
and forgetting everything ; and here you came in, 
gave me something to do, made the little I know 
of any use, and ran a pretty gold wire down the 
rusty fiddle of life. If there are any speeches 
of gratitude to be made, they are mine, they are 
mine." 

"Eichard," she said very quietly and gravely, 
" I owe you more than I can ever say — in English. 
You have taught me to speak in your tongue 
enough for all the usual things of life, but one can 
only speak from the depths of one's heart in one's 
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native tongue. And see," she added, with a painful 
Kttle smile, " how strange it would sound if I were 
to tell you all I thought in the language of my peo- 
ple — of my people, whom I shall never see again. 
Bichard, can you understand what it must be to 
have a father whom one is never likely to see 
again?— whom, if one did see again, something 
painful would happen ? We grow away from peo- 
ple against our will; we feel the same towards 
them, but they cannot feel the same towards us; 
for their world is in another hemisphere. We want 
to love them, and we love, remember, and are glad 
to meet them again, but they feel that we are un- 
familiar, and, because we have grown different 
outwardly, they seem to miss some chord that used 
to ring. Richard, I — I — " She paused. 

"Yes, Lali," he assented, — "yes, I understand 
you so far ; but speak out." 

" I am not happy," she said. " I never shall be 
happy. I have my child, and that is all I have. I 
cannot go back to the life in which I was born ; I 
must go on as I am, a stranger among a strange 
people, pitied, suffered, cared for a little — and that 
is all." 

The nurse had drawn away a little distance with 
the child. The rest of the family were making their 
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preparations inside the house. There was no one 
near to watch the singular little drama. 

" You should not say that," he added ; " we all 
feel you to be one of us." 

" But all your world does not feel me to be one 
of them," she rejoined. 

" We shall see about that when you go up to 
town. You are a bit morbid, Lali. I don't wonder 
at your feeling a little shy ; but then you will simply 
carry things before you — ^now you take my word for 
it 1 For I know London pretty well." 

She held out her ungloved hands. 

" Do they compare with the white hands of the 
ladies you know ? " she said. 

" They are about the finest hands I have ever 
seen," he replied. " You can't see yourself, sister 
of mine." 

" I do not care very much to see myself," she 
said. "If I had not a maid I expect I should look 
very shiftless, for I don't care to look in a mirror. 
My only mirror used to be a stream of water in 
summer," she added, " and a corner of a looking- 
glass got from the Hudson's Bay fort in the win- 
ter." 

" Well, you are missing a lot of enjoyment," he 
said, " if you do not use your mirror much. The 
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rest of us can appreciate what you would see 
there." 

She reached out and touched his arm. 

" Do you like to look at me ? " she questioned, 
with a strange simple candour. 

For the first time in many a year, Kichard Ar- 
mour blushed like a girl fresh from school. The 
question had come so suddenly, it had gone so 
quickly into a sensitive comer of his nature, that he 
lost command of himself for an instant, yet had little 
idea why the command was lost. He touched the 
fingers on his arm affectionately. 

" Like to look at you ? — like to look at you ? 
Why, of course we all like to look at you. You are 
very fine and handsome — ^and interesting." 

" Eichard," she said, drawing her hands away, 
" is that why you like to look at me ? " 

He had recovered himself. He laughed in his 
old hearty way, and said — 

" Yes, yes ; why, of course I Come, let us go 
and see the boy," he added, taking her arm and hur- 
rying her down the steps. " Come and let us see 
Eichard Joseph, the pride of all the Armours." 

She moved beside him in a kind of dream. She 
had learned much since she came to Greyhope, and 
yet she could not at that moment have told exactly 
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why she asked Eichard the question that had con- 
fused him, nor did she know quite what lay.behind 
the question. But every problem which has life 
works itself out to its appointed end, if fumbling 
human fingers do not meddle with it. Half the 
miseries of this world are caused by forcing issues, 
in every problem of the affections, the emotions, and 
the soul. There is a law working with which there 
should be no tampering, lest in foolish interruption 
come only confusion and disaster. Against every 
such question there should be written the one word, 
"Wait." 

Richard Armour stooped over the child. "A 
beauty," he said, " a perfect little gentleman. like 
Eichard Joseph Armour there is none," he added. 

" Whom do you think he looks like, Eichard ? " 
she asked. This was a question she had never asked 
before since the child was bom. Whom the child 
looked like every one knew; but within the past 
year and a half Francis Armour's name had seldom 
been mentioned, and never in connection with the 
child. The child's mother asked the question with 
a strange quietness. Eichard answered it without 
hesitation. 

"The child looks like Frank," he said. "As 
like him as can be." 
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" I am glad," she said, " for all your sakes." 

" You are very deep this morning, Lali," Eichard 
said, with a kind of helplessness. " Frank will be 
pretty proud of the youngster when he comes back. 
But he won't be prouder of him than I am." 

" I know that," she said. " Won't you be lonely 
Mrithout the boy — and me, Eichard ? " 

Again the question went home. "Lonely? I 
should think I would," he said, — " I should think I 
would. But then, you see, school is over, and the 
master stays behind and makes up the marks. You 
will find London a jollier master than I am, Lali. 
There'll be lots of shows, and plenty to do, and 
smart frocks, and no end of feeds and frolics ; and 
that is more amusing than studying three hours a 
day with a dry old stick like me. I tell you what, 
when Frank comes " 

She interrupted him. " Do not speak of that," 
she said. Then, with a sudden burst of feeling, 
though her words were scarcely audible, " I owe 
you everything, Eichard — everything that is good. 
I owe him nothing, Eichard — nothing but what is 
bitter." 

"Hush, hush," he said; "you must not speak 
that way. Lali, I want to say to you " 

At that moment General Armour, Mrs. Armour, 
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and Marion appeared on the doorstep, and the car- 
riage came wheeling up the drive. What Richard 
intended to say was left unsaid. The chances were 
it never would be said. 

" Well, well," said General Armour, calling down 
at them, " escort his imperial highness to the chariot 
which awaits him, and then ho ! for London town. 
Come along, my daughter," he said to Lali ; " come 
up here and take the last whiff of Greyhope that 
you will have for six months. Dear, dear! what 
lunatics we all are, to be sure! Why, we're as 
happy as little birds in their nests out in the decent 
country, and yet we scamper off to a smoky old city 
by the Thames to rush along with the world, instead 
of sitting high and far away from it and watching 
it go by. God bless my soul ! I'm old enough to 
know better. Well, let me help you in, my dear," 
he added to his wife ; " and in you go, Marion ; and 
in you go, your imperial highness *' — he passed the 
child awkwardly in to Marion ; " and in you go, ray 
daughter," he added, as he handed Lali in, pressing 
her hand with a brusque fatherliness as he did so. 
He then got in after them. 

Richard came to the side of the carriage and 
bad^ them all good-bye one by one. Lali gave him 
her hand, but did not speak a word. He called a 
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cheerful adieu, the horses were whipped up, and in 
a moment Kichard was left alone on the steps of the 
house. He stood for a time looking, then he turned 
to go into the house, but changed his mind, sat 
down, lit a cigar, and did not move from his seat 
until he was summoned to his lonely luncheon. 

Nobody thought much of leaving Kichard be- 
hind at Greyhope. It seemed the natural thing to 
do. But still he had not been left alone— entirely 
alone — for three years or more. 

The days and weeks went on. If Kichard had 
been accounted eccentric before, there was far 
greater cause for the term now. Life dragged. 
Too much had been taken out of his life all at once ; 
for, in the first place, the family had been drawn 
together more during the trouble which Lali*s ad- 
vent had brought; then the child and its mother, 
his pupil, were gone also. He wandered about in a 
kind of vague unrest. The hardest thing in this 
world to get used to is the absence of a familiar 
footstep and the cheerful greeting of a familiar eye. 
And the man with no chick or child feels even the 
absence of his dog from the hearthrug when he re- 
turns from a journey or his day's work. It gives 
him a sense of strangeness and loss. But when it is 
the voice of a woman and the hand of a child that 
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18 missed, you can back no speculation upon that 
man's mood or mind or conduct. There is no influ- 
ence like the influence of habit, and that is how, 
when the minds of people are at one, physical dis- 
tances and differences, no matter how great, are in- 
visible, or at least not obvious. 

Richard Armour was a sensible man ; but when 
one morning he suddenly packed a portmanteau and 
went up to town to Cavendish Square, the act might 
be considered from two sides of the equation. If 
he came back to enter again into the social life 
which, for so many years, he had abjured, it was 
not very sensible, because the world never welcomes 
its deserters ; it might, if men and women grew 
younger instead of older. If he came to see his 
family, or because he hungered for his godchild, or 
because — but we are hurrying the situation. It 
were wiser not to state the problem yet. The after- 
noon that he arrived at Cavendish Square all his 
family were out except his brother's wife. Lali was 
in the drawing-room, receiving a visitor who had 
asked for Mrs. Armour and Mrs. Francis Armour. 
The visitor was received by Mrs. Francis Armour. 
The visitor knew that Mrs. Armour was not at 
home. She had by chance seen her and Marion 
in Bond Street, and was not seen by them. She 
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straightway got into her carriage and drove up to 
Cavendish Square, hoping to find Mrs. Francis Ar- 
mour at home. There had been house-parties at 
Greyhope since Lali had come there to live, but this 
visitor, though once an intimate friend of the fami- 
ly, had never been a guest. 

The visitor was Lady Haldwell, once Miss Julia 
Sherwood, who had made possible what was called 
Francis Armour's tragedy. Since Lali had come to 
town Lady Haldwell had seen her, but had never 
met her. She was not at heart wicked, but there 
are few women who can resist an opportunity of 
anatomising and reckoning up the merits and de- 
merits of a woman who has married an old lover. 
When that woman is in the position of Mrs. Francis 
Armour, tlie situation has an unusual piquancy and 
interest. Hence Lady Haldwell's journey of inqui- 
sition to Cavendish Square. 

As Richard passed the drawing-room door to 
ascend the stairs, he recognised the voices. 

Once a sort of heathen, as Mrs. Francis Armour 
had been, she still could grasp the situation with 
considerable clearness. There is nothing keener 
thaut one woman's instinct regarding another woman, 
where a man is concerned. Mrs. Francis Armour 
received Lady Haldwell with a quiet stateliness, 
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which, if it did not astonish her, gave her sufficient 
warning that matters were not, in this little comedy, 
to be all her own way. 

Thrown upon the mere resources of wit and 
language, Mrs. Francis Armour must have been at 
a disadvantage. For Lady Haldwell had a good 
gift of speech, a pretty talent for epithet, and no 
unnecessary tenderness. She bore Lali no malice. 
She was too decorous and high for that. In her 
mind the wife of the man she had discarded was a 
mere commonplace catastrophe, to be viewed with- 
out horror, maybe with pity. She had heard the 
alien spoken well of by some people ; others had 
seemed indignant that the Armours should try to 
push " a red woman " into English society. Truth 
is, the Armours did not try at all to push her. For 
over three years they had let society talk. They 
had not entertained largely in Cavendish Square 
since Lali came, and those invited to Greyhope had 
a chance to refuse the invitations if they chose. 
Most people did not choose to decline them. But 
Lady Haldwell was not of that number. She had 
never been invited. But now in town, when enter- 
tainment must be more general, she and the Ar- 
mours were prepared for social interchange. 

Behind Lady Haldwell's visits curiosity chiefly 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



108 THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

ran. She was in a way sorry for Frank Armour, 
for she had been fond of him after a fashion, al- 
ways fonder of him than of Lord Haldwell. She 
had married with her fingers holding the scales of 
advantage ; and Lord Haldwell dressed well, was 
immensely rich, and the title had a charm. 

When Mrs. Francis Armour met her with her 
strange, impressive dignity, she was the slightest 
bit confused, but not outwardly. She had not ex- 
pected it. At first Lali did not know who her 
visitor was. She had not caught the name dis- 
tinctly from the servant. 

Presently Lady Haldwell said, as Lali gave her 
hand — 

"I am Lady Haldwell. As Miss Sherwood I 
was an old friend of your husband." 

A scornful glitter came into Mrs. Armour's eyes 
— a peculiar touch of burnished gold, an effect of 
the light at a certain angle of the lens. It gave for 
the instant an uncanny look to the face, almost 
something malicious. She guessed why this woman 
had come. She knew the whole history of the 
past, and it touched her in a tender spot. She 
knew she was had at an advantage. Before her 
was a woman perfectly trained in the fine social 
life to which she was born, whose equanimity was 
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as regular as her features. Herself was by nature a 
creature of impulse, of the woods and streams and 
open life. The social convention had been en- 
grafted. As yet she was used to thinking and 
speaking with all candour. She was to have her 
training in the charms of superficiality, but that 
was to come ; and when it came she would not 
be an unskilful apprentice. Perhaps the latent 
subtlety of her race came to help her natural can- 
dour at the moment. For she said at once, in a 
slow, quiet tone — 

"I never heard my husband speak of you. 
Will you sit down ? " 

"And Mrs. Armour and Marion are not in? 
No, I suppose your husband did not speak much of 
his old friends." 

The attack was studied and cruel. But Lady 
Haldwell had been stung by Mrs. Armour's remark, 
and it piqued her that this was possible. 

" Oh yes, he spoke of some of his friends, but 
not of you." 

" Indeed ! That is strange." 

"There was no necessity," said Mrs. Armour 
quietly. 

" Of discussing me ? I suppose not. But by 
some chance " 
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'^ It was just as well, perhaps, not to anticipate 
the pleasure of our meeting." 

Lady Haldwell was surprised. She had not ex- 
pected this cleverness. They talked casually for a 
little time, the visitor trying in vain to delicately 
give the conversation a personal turn. At last, a 
little foolishly, she grew bolder, with a needless 
selfishness. 

" So old a friend of your husband as I am, I am 
hopeful you and I may be friends also." 

Mrs. Armour saw the move. 

" You are very kind," she said conventionally, 
and offered a cup of tea. 

Lady Haldwell now ventured unwisely. She 
was nettled at the other's self-possession. 

" But then, in a way, I have been your friend 
for a long time, Mrs. Armour." 

The point was veiled in a vague tone, but Mrs. 
Armour understood. Her reply was not want- 
ing. 

" Any one who has been a friend to my husband 
has, naturally, claims upon me." 

Lady Haldwell, in spite of herself, chafed. 
There was a subtlety in the woman before her not 
to be reckoned with lightly. 

" And if an enemy ? " she said, smiling. 
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A strange smile also flickered across Mrs. Ar- 
mour's face as she said — 

"If an enemy of nay husband called, and was 
penitent, I should — offer her tea, no doubt." 

" That is, in this country ; but in your own 
country, which, I believe, is different, what would 
you do i " 

Mrs. Armour looked steadily and coldly into her 
visitor's eyes. 

" In my country enemies do not compel us to be 
polite." 

"By calling on you?" Lady Haldwell was 
growing a little reckless. " But then, that is a sav- 
age country. We are different here. I suppose, 
however, your husband told you of these things, so 
that you were not surprised. And when does he 
come? His stay is protracted. Let me see, how 
long is it? Ah yes, near four years." Here she 
became altogether reckless, which she regretted 
afterwards, for she knew, after all, what was due 
herself. " He will come back, I suppose ? " 

Lady Haldwell was no coward, else she had 
hesitated before speaking in that way before this 
woman, in whose blood was the wildness of the 
heroical North. Perhaps she guessed the pas- 
sion in Lali's breast, perhaps not. In any case 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



112 THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

she would have said what she listed at the mo- 
ment. 

Wild as were the passions in Lali's breast, she 
thought on the instant of her child, of what Kich- 
ard Armour would say ; for he had often talked to 
her about not showing her emotions and passions, 
had told her that violence of all kinds was not wise 
or proper. Her fingers ached to grasp this beauti- 
ful, exasperating woman by the throat. But after 
an effort at calmness she remained still and silent, 
looking at her visitor with a scornful dignity. Lady 
Haldwell presently rose, — she could not endure the 
furnace of that look, — and said good-bye. She 
turned towards the door. Mrs. Armour remained 
immovable. At that instant, however, some one 
stepped from behind a large screen just inside the 
door. It was Kichard Armour. He was pale, and 
on his face was a sternness the like of which this 
and perhaps only one other woman had ever seen 
on him. He interrupted her. 

" Lady Haldwell has a fine talent for irony," he 
said, " but she does not always use it wisely. In a 
man it would bear another name, and from a man it 
would be differently received." He came close to 
her. " You are a brave woman," he said, " or you 
would have been more careful. Of course you 
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knew that my mother and sister were not at 
home ? " 

She smiled languidly. " And why ' of course ' ? " 

" I do not know that ; only I know that I think 
80 ; and I also think that my brother Frank's worst 
misfortune did not occur when Miss Julia Sherwood 
traflScked without compunction in his happiness." 

" Don't be oracular, my dear Kichard Armour," 
she said ; " you are trying, really. This seems al- 
most melodramatic ; and melodrama is bad enough 
at Drury Lane." 

" You are not a good friend even to yourself," 
he answered. 

" What a discoverer you are ! And how much 
in earnest ! Do come back to the world, Mr. Ar- 
mour ; you would be a relief, a new sensation." 

" I fancy I shall come back, if only to see the 
* engineer hoist with his own ' — torpedo." 

He paused before the last word to give it point, 
for her husband's father had made his money out of 
torpedoes. She felt the sting in spite of herself, 
and she saw the point. 

" And then we will talk it over at the end of the 
season," he added, "and compare notes. Good- 
afternoon." 

"You stake much on your hazard," she said, 
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glancing back at Lali, who still stood immovable. 
" J.'M revoir ! " 

She left the room. Bichard heard the door 
close after her and the servant retire. Then he 
turned to Lali. 

As he did so, she ran forward to him with a cry. 
"Oh, Eichard, Eichard!" she said, with a sob, 
threw her arms over his shoulder, and let her fore- 
head drop on his breast. Then came a sudden im- 
pulse in his blood. Long after he shuddered when 
he remembered what he thought at that instant; 
what he wished to do ; what rich madness possessed 
him. He knew now why he had come to town ; he 
also knew why he must not stay, or, if staying, what 
must be his course. 

He took her gently by the arm and led her to a 
chair, speaking cheerily to her. Then he sat down 
beside her, and all at once again, her face wet and 
burning, she flung herself forward on her knees 
beside him, and clung to him. 

" Oh, Eichard, I am glad you have come," she 
said. " I would have killed her if I had not thought 
of you. I want you to stay; I am always better 
when you are with me. I have missed you, and I 
know that baby misses you too." 

He had his cue. He rose, trembling a little. 
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" Come, come," he said heartily, " it's all right, it's 
all right — my sister. Let us go and see the young- 
ster. There, dry your eyes, and forget all about 
that woman. She is only envious of you. Come, 
for his imperial highness ! " 

She was in a tumult of feeling. It was seldom 
that she had shown emotion in the past two years, 
and it was the more ample when it did break forth. 
But she dried her eyes, and together they went to 
the nursery. She dismissed the nurse, and they 
were left alone by the sleeping child. She knelt at 
the head of the little cot, and touched the child's 
forehead with her lips. He stooped down also be- 
side it. 

" He's a grand little fellow," he said. " Lali," 
he continued presently, "it is time Frank came 
home. I am going to write for him. If he does 
not come at once, I shall go and fetch him." 

" Never ! never ! " Her eyes flashed angrily. 
" Promise that you will not. Let him come when 
he is ready. He does not care." She shuddered a 
little. 

" But he will care when he comes, and you — ^you 
care for him, Lali ? " 

Again she shuddered, and a whiteness ran under 
the hot excitement of her cheeks. She said noth- 
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ing, but looked up at him, then dropped her face in 
her hands. 

" You do care for him, Lali," he said earnestly, 
almost solemnly, his lips twitching slightly. " You 
must care for him ; it is his right ; and he will — I 
swear to you I know he will — care for you." 

In his own mind there was another thought, a 
hard, strange thought ; and it had to do with the 
possibility of his brother not caring for this wife. 

Still she did not speak. 

" To a good woman, with a good husband," he 
continued, "there is no one — there should be no 
one — like the father of her child. And no woman 
ever loved her child more than you do yours." He 
knew that this was special pleading. 

She trembled, and then dropped her cheek be- 
side the child's. " I want Frank to be happy," he 
went on ; " there is no one I care more for than for 
Frank." 

She lifted her face to him now, in it a strange 
light. Then her look ran to confusion, and she 
seemed to read all that he meant to convey. He 
knew she did. He touched her shoulder. 

" You must do the best you can every way, for 
Frank's sake, for all our sakes. I will help you — 
God knows I will — ^all I can." 
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" Oh yes, yes," she said, from the child's pillow. 
He could see the flame in her cheek. " I mider- 
stand." She put out her hand to him, but did not 
look up. "Leave me alone with my baby, Kich- 
ard," she pleaded. 

He took her hand and pressed it again and again 
in his old, unconscious way. Then he let it go, and 
went slowly to the door. There he turned and 
looked back at her. He mastered the hot thought 
in him. 

^' God help me ! " she murmured from the cot. 

The next morning Richard went back to Grey- 
hope. 
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CHAPTEK VII. 

A OOUBT-MAETIAL. 

It was hard to tell, save for a certain deliberate- 
ness of speech and a colour a little more pronounced 
than that of a Spanish woman, that Mrs. Frank Ar- 
mour had not been brought up in England. She 
had a kind of grave sweetness and distant charm 
which made her notable at any table or in any ball- 
room. Indeed, it soon became apparent that she 
was to be the pleasant talk, the interest of the sea- 
son. This was tolerably comforting to the Ar- 
mours. Again Richard's prophecy had been ful- 
filled, and as he sat alone at Greyhope and read the 
Morning Post^ noticing Lali's name at distinguished 
gatherings, or, picking up the Worlds saw how the 
lion-hunters talked extravagantly of her, he took 
some satisfaction to himself that he had foreseen . 
her triumph where others looked for her downfall. 
Lali herself was not elated ; it gratified her, but she 
had been an angel, and a very unsatisfactory one, if 

it had not done so. As her confidence fyrew (though 
118 
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outwardly she had never appeared to lack it greatly), 
she did not hesitate to speak of herself as an Indian, 
her country as a good country, and her people as a 
noble if dispossessed race ; all the more so if she 
thought reference to her nationality and past was 
being rather conspicuously avoided. She had asked 
General Armour for an interview with her hus- 
band's solicitor. This was granted. When she met 
the solicitor, she asked him to send no newspaper to 
her husband containing any reference to herself, nor 
yet to mention her in his letters. 

She had never directly received a line from him 
but once, ^nd that was after she had come to know 
the truth about his marriage with her. She could 
read in the conventional sentences, made simple as 
for a child, the strained politeness, and his absolute 
silence as to whether or not a child had been born 
to them, the utter absence of affection for her. She 
had also induced General Armour and his wife to 
give her husband's solicitor no information regard- 
ing the birth of the child. There was thus appar- 
ently no more inducement for him to hurry back to 
England than there was when he had sent her off 
on his mission of retaliation, which had been such 
an ignominious failure. For the humiliation of his 
family had been short-lived, the affront to Lady 
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Haldwell nothing at alL The Armours had not 
been human if they had failed to enjoy their 
danghter-in-law's snecess. Although they never, 
perhaps, would quite recover the disappointment 
concerning Lady Agnes Martling, the result was so 
much better than they in their cheerfnllest moments 
dared hope for, that they appeared genuinely con- 
tent 

To their grandchild they were devotedly at- 
tached. Marion was his faithful slave and admirer, 
so much so that Captain Vidall, who now and then 
was permitted to see the child, declared himself 
jealous; he and Marion were to be married soon. 
The wedding had been delayed owing to his en- 
forced absence abroad. Mrs. Edward Lambert, 
once Mrs. Townley, shyly regretted in Lali's pres- 
ence that the child, or one as sweet, was not hers. 
Her husband evidently shared her opinion, from the 
extraordinary notice he took of it when his wife was 
not present. Not that Kichard Joseph Armour, 
Jun., was always en evidence^ but when asked for 
by his faithful friends and admirers he was amiably 
produced. 

Meanwhile, Frank Ai*mour across the sea was 
engaged with many things. His business concerns 
had not prospered prodigiously, chiefly because his 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



A COURT-MARTIAL. 121 

judgment, like his temper, had grown somewhat un- 
certain. His popularity in the Hudson's Bay coun- 
try had been at some tension since he had shipped 
his wife away to England. Even the ordinary sav- 
age mind saw something unusual and undomestic in 
it, and the general hospitality declined a little. 
Armour did not immediately guess the cause ; but 
one day, about a year after his wife had gone, he 
found occasion to reprove a half-breed, by name 
Jacques Pontiac; and Jacques, with more honesty 
than politeness, said some hard words, and asked 
how much he paid for his English hired devils to 
kill his wife. Strange to say, he did not resent this 
startling remark. It set him thinking. He began 
to blame himself for not having written oftener to 
his people — and to his wife. He wondered how far 
his revenge had succeeded. He was most ashamed 
of it now. He knew that he had done a dishonour- 
able thing. The more he thought upon it the more 
angry with himself he became. Yet he dreaded to 
go back to England and face it all : the reproach of 
his people; the amusement of society; his wife 
herself. He never attempted to picture her as a 
civilised being. He scarcely knew her when he 
married her. She knew him much better, for 
primitive people are quicker in the play of their 
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passions, and she had come to love him before he 
had begun to notice her at all. 

Presently he ate his heart out with mortification. 
To be yoked for ever to — a savage 1 It was hor- 
rible ! And their children ? It was strange he had 
not thought of that before. Children? He 
shrugged his shoulders. There might possibly be 
a child, but children — never 1 But he doubted even 
regarding a child, for no word had come to him 
concerning that possibility. He was even most puz- 
zled at the tone and substance of their letters. 
From the beginning there had been no reproaches, 
no excitement, no railing, but studied kindness and 
conventional statements, through which Mrs. Ar- 
mour's solicitous affection scarcely ever peeped. He 
had shot his bolt, and got — consideration, almost 
imperturbability. They appeared to treat the mat- 
ter as though he were a wild youth who would not 
yet mend his ways. He read over their infrequent 
letters to him ; his to them had been still more in- 
frequent. In one there was the statement that " she 
was progressing favourably with her English " ; in 
another, that *' she was riding a good deal " ; again, 
that " she appeared anxious to adapt herself to her 
new life." 

At all these he whistled a little to himself, and 
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smiled bitterly. Then, all at once, he got up and 
straightway burned them all. He again tried to 
put the matter behind him for the present, knowing 
that he must face it one day, and staving off its 
reality as long as possible. He did his utmost to be 
philosophical and say his quid refert^ but it was 
easier tried than done ; for Jacques Pontiac's words 
kept rankling in his mind, and he found himself 
carrying round a vague load, which made him ab- 
stracted occasionally, and often a little reckless in 
action and speech. In hunting bear and moose he 
had proved himself more daring than the oldest 
hunter, and proportionately successful. He paid 
his servants well, but was sharp with them. 

He made long, hard expeditions, defying the 
weather as the hardiest of prairie and mountain 
men mostly hesitate to defy it ; he bought up much 
land, then, dissatisfied, sold it again at a loss, but 
subsequently made final arrangements for establish- 
ing a very large farm. When he once became 
actually interested in this he shook off something 
of his moodiness and settled himself to develop 
the thing. He had good talent for initiative and 
administration, and at last, in the time when his 
wife was a feature of the London season, he 

found his scheme in working order, and the 
9 
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necessity of going to England was forced upon 
him. 

Actually he wished that the absolute necessity 
had presented itself before. There was always the 
moral necessity, of course — but then! Here now 
was a business need ; and he must go. Yet he did 
not fix a day or make definite arrangements. He 
could hardly have believed himself such a coward. 
With liberal emphasis he called himself a sneak, 
and one day at Fort Charles sat down to write to 
his solicitor in Montreal to say that he would come 
on at once. Still he hesitated. As he sat there 
thinking, Eye-of-the-Moon, his father-in-law, opened 
the door quietly and entered. He had avoided the 
chief ever since he had come back to Fort Charles, 
and practically had not spoken to him for a year. 
Armour flushed slightly with annoyance. But pres- 
ently, with a touch of his old humour, he rose, held 
out his hand, and said ironically, " Well, father-in- 
law, it's about time we had a big talk, isn't it ? We 
are not very intimate for such close relatives." 

The old Indian did not fully understand the 
meaning or the tone of Armour's speech, but he 
said, " How ! " and, reaching out his hand for the 
pipe oflfered him, lighted it, and sat down, smoking 
in silence. Armour waited; but, seeing that the 
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other was not yet moved to talk, he turned to his 
letter again. After a time, Eye-of-the-Moon said 
gravely, getting to his feet, " Brother ! " 

Armour looked up, then rose also. The Indian 
bowed to him courteously, then sat down again. 
Armour threw a leg over a corner of the table 
and waited. 

" Brother," said the Indian presently, " you are 
of the great race that conquers us. You come and 
take our land and our game, and we at last have to 
beg of you for food and shelter. Then you take 
our daughters, and we know not where they go. 
They are gone like the down from the thistle. We 
see them not, but you remain. And men say evil 
things. There are bad words abroad. Brother, 
what have you done with my daughter ? " 

Had the Indian cpme and stormed, begged 
money of him, sponged on him, or abused him, 
he had taken it very calmly, — ^he, in fact, had been 
superior. But there was dignity in the chiefs man- 
ner; there was solemnity in his speech; his voice 
conveyed resoluteness and earnestness, which the 
stoic calm of his face might not have suggested ; 
and Armour felt that he had no advantage at all. 
Besides, Armour had a conscience, though he had 
played some rare tricks with it of late, and it needed 
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more hardihood than he possessed to face this old 
man down. And why face him down 1 Lali was 
his daughter, blood of his blood, the chieftainess 
of one branch of his people, honoured at least 
among these poor savages, and the old man had a 
right to ask, as asked another more famous, " Where 
is my daughter ? " 

His hands in his pockets. Armour sat silent for 
a minute, eyeing his boot, as he swung his leg to 
and fro. Presently he said, " Eye-of4he-Moon, • I 
don't think I can talk as poetically as you, even in 
my own language, and I shall not try. But I should 
like to ask you this : Do you believe any harm has 
come to your daughter — to my wife ? " 

The old Indian forgot to blow the tobacco- 
smoke from his mouth, and, as he sat debating, 
lips slightly apart, it came leaking out in little trail- 
ing clouds and gave a strange appearance to his 
iron-featured face. He looked steadily at Armour, 
and said, " You are of those who rule in your land," 
— here Armour protested, — "you have much gold 
to buy and sell. I am a chief," — ^he drew him- 
self up, — " I am poor : we speak with the straight 
tongue ; it - is cowards who lie. Speak deep as 
from the heart, my brother, and tell me where my 
daughter is." 
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Armour could not but respect the chief for the 
way this request was put, but still it galled him to 
think that he was under suspicion of having done 
any bodily injury to his wife, so he quietly per- 
sisted: "Do you think I have done Lali any 
harm?" 

"The thing is strange," replied the other. 
" You are of those who are great among your peo- 
ple. You married a daughter of a red man. Then 
she was yours for less than one moon, and you sent 
her far away, and you stayed. Her father was as a 
dog in your sight. Do men whose hearts are clear 
act so ? They have said strange things of you. I 
have not believed ; but it is good I know all, that I 
may say to the tale-bearers, 'You have crooked 
tongues.' " 

Armour sat for a moment longer, his face 
turned to the open window. He was perfectly still, 
but he had become grave. He was about to reply 
to the chief, when the trader entered the room hur- 
riedly with a newspaper in his hand. He paused 
abruptly when he saw Eye-of-the-Moon. Armour 
felt that the trader had something important to 
communicate. He guessed it was in the paper. 
He mutely held out his hand for it. The trader 
handed it to him hesitatingly, at the same time 
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pointing to a paragraph, and sajing, " It is nearly 
two years old, as you see. I chanced upon it by ac- 
cident to-day." 

It was a copy of a London evening paper, con- 
taining a somewhat sensational account of Lali's ac- 
cident. It said that she was in a critical condition. 
This time Armour did not ask for brandy, but the 
trader put it out beside him. He shook his head. 
" Gordon," he said presently, '* I shall leave here in 
the morning. Please send my men to me." 

The trader whispered to him, "She was all 
right, of course, long ago, Mr. Armour, or you 
would have heard." 

Armour looked at the date of the paper. He 
had several letters from England of a later date, 
and these said nothing of her illness. It bewildered 
him, made him uneasy. Perhaps the fi;*st real 
sense of his duty as a husband came home to him 
there. For the first time he was anxious about the 
woman for her own sake. The trader had left the 
room. 

" What a scoundrel I've been ! " said Armour 
between his teeth, oblivious, for the moment, of 
Eye-of-the-Moon's presence. Presently, bethinking 
himself, he turned to the Indian. " I've been de- 
bating," he said, " Eye-of-the-Moon, my wife is in 
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England, at my father's home. I am going to her. 
Men have lied in thinking I would do her any in- 
jury, but — but — never mind, the harm was of an- 
other kind. It isn't wise for a white man and an 
Indian to marry, but when they are married — well, 
they must live as man and wife should live, and, as 
I said, I am going to my wife — your daughter." 

To say all this to a common Indian, whose only 
property was a half-dozen ponies and a couple of 
tepees, required something very like moral courage ; 
but then Armour had not been exercising moral 
courage daring the last year or so, and its exercise 
was profitable to him. The next morning he was 
on his way to Montreal, and Eye-of-the-Moon was 
the richest chief in British North America, at that 
moment, by five thousand dollars or so. 
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CHAPTER YIII. 

TO EVERY MAN HIS HOTTB. 

It was the close of the season : many people 
had left town, but festivities were still on. To a 
stranger the season might have seemed at its height. 
The Armours were giving a large party in Caven- 
dish Square before going back again to Greyhope, 
where, for the sake of Lali and her child, they in- 
tended to remain during the rest of the summer, in 
preference to going on the Continent or to Scot- 
land. The only unsatisfactory feature of Lali's sea- 
son was the absence of her husband. Naturally 
there were those who said strange things regarding 
Frank Armour's stay in America ; but it was pretty 
generally known that he was engaged in land specu- 
lations, and his club friends, who perhaps took the 
pleasantest view of the matter, said that he was 
very wise indeed, if a little cowardly in staying 
abroad until his wife was educated and ready to 
take her position in society. There was one thing 

on which they were all agreed: Mrs. Frank Ar- 
130 
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moiir either had a mind superior to the charms of 
their sex, or was incapable of that vanity which 
hath many suitors, and says, " So far shalt thou go, 

and " The fact is, Mrs. Frank Armour's mind 

was superior. She had only one object — to triumph 
over her husband grandly, as a woman righteously 
might. She had vanity, of course, but it was not 
ignoble. She kept one thing in view ; she lived for 
it. Her translation had been successful. There 
were times when she remembered her father, the 
wild days on the prairies, the buffalo-hunt, tracking 
the deer, tribal battles, the long silent hours of the 
winter, and the warm summer nights when she 
slept in the prairie grass or camped with her people 
in the trough of a great land-wave. Sometimes the 
hunger for its freedom, and its idleness, and its 
sport, came to her greatly ; but she thought of her 
child, and she put it from her. She was ambitious 
for him ; she was keen to prove her worth as a wife 
against her husband's unworthiness. This perhaps 
saved her. She might have lost had her life been 
without this motive. 

The very morning of this notable reception. 
General Armour had received a note from Frank 
Armour's solicitor, saying that his son was likely to 
arrive in London from America that day or the 
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next. Frank had written to his people no word of 
his coming ; to his wife, as we have said, he had 
not written for months ; and before he started back 
he would not write, because he wished to make 
what amends he could in person. He expected to 
find her improved, of course, but still he could only 
think of her as an Indian, showing her common 
prairie origin. His knowledge of her before 
their marriage had been particularly brief ; she was 
little more in his eyes than a thousand other Indian 
women, save that she was better-looking, was whiter 
than most, and had finer features. He could not 
very clearly remember the tones of her voice, be- 
cause after marriage, and before he had sent her to 
England, he had seen little or nothing of her. 

When General Armour received the news of 
Frank's return he told his wife and Marion, and 
they consulted together whether it were good to let 
Lali know at once. He might arrive that evening. 
If so, the position would be awkward, because it 
was impossible to tell how it might aflfect her. If 
they did tell her, and Frank happened ngt to arrive, 
it might unnerve her so as to make her appearance 
in the evening doubtful. Eichard, the wiseacre, the 
inexhaustible Eichard, was caring for his cottagers 
and cutting the leaves of new books — his chiefest 
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pleasure — at Greyhope. They felt it was a matter 
they ought to be able to decide for themselves, but 
still it was the last evening of Lali's stay in town, 
and they did not care to take any risk. Strange to 
say, they had come to take pride in their son's wife ; 
for even General and Mrs. Armour, high-minded 
and of serene social status as they were, seemed not 
quite insensible to the pleasure of being an axle on 
which a system of social notoriety revolved. 

At the opportune moment Captain Yidall was 
announced, and, because he and Marion were soon 
to carry but one name between them, he was called 
into family consultation.* It is somewhat singular 
that in this case the women were quite wrong and 
the men were quite right. For General Armour 
and Captain Vidall were for silence until Frank 
came, if he came that day, or for telling her the fol- 
lowing morning, when the function was over. And 
the men prevailed. 

Marion was much excited all day ; she had 
given orders that Frank's room should be made 
ready, but for whom she gave no information. 
While Lali was dressing for the evening, something 
excited and nervous, she entered her room. They 
were now the best of friends. The years had 
seen many shifting scenes in their companionship ; 
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they had been as often at war as at peace ; but they 
had respected each other, each after her own fash- 
ion ; and now they had a real and mutual regard. 
Lali's was a slim, lithe figure, wearing its fashion- 
able robes with an air of possession ; and the face 
above it, if not entirely beautiful, had a strange, 
warm fascination. The girl had not been a chief- 
tainess for nothing. A look of quiet command was 
there, but also a far-away expression which gave a 
faint look of sadness even when a smile was at the 
lips. The smile itself did not come quickly, it 
grew ; but above it all was hair of perfect brown, — 
most rare, — setting off her face as a plume does a 
helmet. She showed no surprise when Marion en- 
tered. She welcomed her with a smile and out- 
stretched hand, but said nothing. 

"Lali," said Marion somewhat abruptly, — she 
scarcely knew why she said it, — " are you happy ? " 

It was strange how the Indian girl had taken on 
those little manners of society which convey so 
much by inflection. She lifted her eyebrows at 
Marion, and said presently, in a soft, deliberate 
voice, "Come, Marion, we will go. and see little 
Eichard ; then I shall be happy." 

She linked her arm through Marion's. Marion 
drummed her fingers lightly on the beautiful arm, , 
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and then fell to wondering what she should say 
next. They passed into the room where the child 
lay sleeping ; they went to his little bed, and Lali 
stretched out her hand gently, touching the curls of 
the child. Eunning a linger through one delicately, 
she said, with a still softer tone than before, " Why 
should not one be happy ? " 

Marion looked up slowly into her eyes, let a 
hand fall on her shoulder gently, and replied, ^' Lali, 
do you never wish Frank to come ? " 

Lali's fingers came from the child, the colour 
mounted slowly to her forehead, and she drew the 
girl away again into the other room. Then she 
turned and faced Marion, a deep fire in her eyes, 
and said, in a whisper almost hoarse in its intensity, 
" Yes ; I wish he would come to-night." 

She looked harder yet at Marion ; then, with a 
flash of pride and her hands clasping before her, 
she drew herself up, and added, " Am I not worthy 
to be his wife now ? Am I not beautiful — for a 
savage ? " 

There was no common vanity in the action. It 
had a noble kind of wistfulness, and a serenity that 
entirely redeemed it. Marion dated her own hap- 
piness from the time when Lali met her accident, 
for in the evening of that disastrous day she issued 
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to Captain Home Yidall a commission which he 
could never — wished never — ^to resign. Since then 
she had been at her best, — we are all more or less 
selfish creatures, — ^and had grown gentler, curbing 
the delicate imperiousness of her nature, and frankly, 
and without the least pique, taken a secondary posi- 
tion of interest in the household, occasioned by 
Lali's popularity. She looked Lali up and down 
with a glance in which many feelings met, and then, 
catching her hands warmly, she lifted them, put 
them on her own shoulders, and said, ^' My dear 
beautiful savage, you are fit and worthy to be Queen 
of England ; and Frank, when he comes ^" 

^^Hush!" said the other dreamily, and put a 
finger on Marion's lips. "I know what you are 
going to say, but I do not wish to hear it He did 
not love me then. He used me " She shud- 
dered, put her hands to her eyes with a pained, 
trembling motion, then threw her head back with a 
quick sigh. " But I will not speak of it. Come, 
we are for the dance, Marion. It is the last, to- 
night. To-morrow ^" She paused, looking 

straight before her, lost in thought. 

" Yes, to-morrow, Lali ? " 

"I do not know about to-morrow," was the 
reply. " Strange things come to me." 
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Marion longed to tell her then and there the 
great news, but she was afraid to do so, and was, 
moreover, withheld by the remembrance that it 
had been agreed she should not be told. She said 
nothing. 

At eleven o'clock the rooms were filled. For 
the fag end of the season, people seemed unusually 
brilliant. The evening itself was not so hot as 
common, and there was an extra array of distin- 
guished guests. Marion' was nervous all the even- 
ing, though she showed little of it, being most pret- 
tily employed in making people pleased with them- 
selves. Mrs. Armour also was not free from appre- 
hension. In reply to inquiries concerning her son 
she said, as she had often said during the season, 
that he might be back at any time now. Lali had 
answered always in the same fashion, and had shown 
no sign that his continued absence was singular. 
As the evening wore on, the probability of Frank's 
appearance seemed less ; and the Armours began to 
breathe more freely. 

Frank had, however, arrived. He had driven 
straight from Euston to Cavendish Square, but, 
seeing the house lighted up, and guests arriving, he 
had a sudden feeling of uncertainty. He ordered 
the cabman to take him to his club. There he put 
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himself in evening-dress, and drove back again to 
the house. He entered quietly. At the moment 
the hall was almost deserted ; people were mostly in 
the ballroom and supper-room. He paused a mo- 
ment, biting his moustache as if in perplexity. A 
strapge timidity came on him. All his old dash and 
self-possession seemed to have forsaken him. Pres- 
ently, seeing a number of people entering the hall, 
he made for the staircase, and went hastily up. 
Mechanically he went to his own room, and found 
it lighted. Flowers were set about, and everything 
was made ready as for a guest. He sat down, not 
thinking, but dazed. Glancing up, he saw his face 
in a mirror^ It was bronzed, but it looked rather 
old and carewornj He shrugged a shoulder at that. 
Then, in the mirror, he saw also something else. It 
startled him so that he sat perfectly still for a mo- 
ment looking at it. It was some one laughing at 
him over his shoulder — a child ! He got to his feet 
and turned round. On the table was a very large 
photograph of a smiling child — with his eyes, his 
face. He caught the chair-arm, and stood looking 
at it a little wildly. Then he laughed a strange 
laugh, and the tears leaped to his eyes. He caught 
the picture in his hands, and kissed it — very fool- 
ishly, men not fathers might think — and read the 
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name beneath, Kiehard Joseph Armour ; and again, 
beneath that, the date of birth. He then put it 
back on the table and eat looking at it — looking, 
and forgetting, and remembering. 

Presently the door opened, and some one en- 
tered. It was Marion. She had seen him pass 
through the hall ; she had then gone and told her 
father and mother, to prepare them, and had fol- 
lowed him upstairs. He did not hear her. She 
stepped softly forward. " Frank I " she said — 
" Frank 1 " and laid a hand on his shoulder. He 
started up and turned his face on her. Then he 
caught her hands and kissed her. "Marion I" he 
said, and he could say no more. But presently he 
pointed toward the photograph. 

She nodded her head. " Yes, it is your child, 
Frank. Though, of course, you don't deserve it. 
. . . Frank dear," she added, " I am glad — we shall 
all be glad — to have you back ; but you are a wicked 
man." She felt she must say that. 

Now he only nodded, and still looked at the 
portrait. "Where is — my wife?" he added pres- 
ently. 

" She is in the ballroom." Marion was wonder- 
ing what was best to do. 

He caught his thumb-nail in his teeth. He 
10 
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winced in spite of himself. " I will go to her," he 
said, " and then — the baby." 

" I am glad," she replied, " that you have so 
much sense of justice left, Frank : the wife first, the 
baby afterwards. But do you think you deserve 
either?" 

He became moody, and made an impatient ges- 
ture. " Lady Agnes Martling is here, and also Lady 
Haldwell," she persisted cruelly. She did not mind, 
because she knew he would have enough to compen- 
sate him afterward. 

" Marion," he said, " say it all, and let me have 
it over. Say what you like, and I'll not whimper. 
I'll face it. But I want to see my child." 

She was sorry for him. She had really wanted 
to see how much he was capable of feeling in the 
matter. "Wait here, Frank," she said. "That 
will be best ; and/ 1 will bring your wife to you." 

He said nothing, but assented with a motion of 
the hand, and she left him where he was. He 
braced himself for the interview. Assuredly a man 
loses something of natural courage and self-confi- 
dence when he has done a thing of which he should 
be, and is, ashamed. 

It seemed a long time (it was in reality but a 
couple of minutes) before the door opened again. 
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and Marioa said, "Frank, your wifel" and then 
retreated. 

The door closed, leaving a stately figure standing 
just inside it. The figure did not move forward, 
but stood there, full of life and fine excitement, but 
very still also. 

Frank Armour was confounded. He came for- 
ward slowly, looking hard. Was this distinguished, 
handsome, reproachful woman his wife — Lali, the 
Indian girl, whom he had married in a fit of pique 
and brandy? He could hardly believe his eyes; 
and yet hers looked out at him with something that 
he remembered too, together with something which 
he did not remember, making him uneasy. Clear- 
ly, his great mistake had turned from ashes iiito 
fruit. " Lali, my wife ! " he said, and held out his 
hand. . 

She reached out hers courteously, but her fingers 
gave him no response. 

" We have many things to say to each other," 
she said, " but they cannot be said now. I shall be 
missed from tlie ballroom." 

"Missed from the ballroom?" He almost 
laughed to think how strange this sounded in his 
ears. As if interpreting his thought, she added, 
" You see, it is our last affair of the season, and we 
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are all anxious to do our duty perfectly. Will you 
go down with me ? We can talk afterwards." 

Her continued self-possession utterly confused 
him. She had utterly confused Marion also, when 
told that her husband was in the house. She had 
had presentiments, and, besides, she had been school- 
ing herself for this hour for a long time. She turned 
towards the door. 

" But," he asked, like a supplicant, " our child I 
I want to see our child." 

She lifted her eyebrows, then, seeing the photo- 
graph of the baby on the table, understood how he 
knew. "Come with me, then," she said, with a 
little more feeling. 

She led the way along the landing, and paused , 
at her door. " Remember that we have to appear 
amongst the guests directly," she said, as though to 
warn him against any demonstration. Then they 
entered. She went over to the cot and drew back 
the fleecy curtain from over the sleeping boy's head. 
His fingers hungered to take his child in his arms. 
" He is magnificent ! magnificent ! " he .said, with a 
great pride. "Why did you never. let me know 
of it?" 

" How could I tell what you would do ? " she 
calmly replied. "You married me — wickedly, and 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



TO EVERY MAN HIS HOUR. 148 

used me wickedly afterwards; and I loved the 
child." 

" You loved the child ? " he repeated after her. 
" Lali," he said, " I don't deserve it, but forgive me, 
if you can — ^for the child's sake." 

" We had better go below," she calmly replied ; 
" we have both duties to do. You will of course — 
appear with me — before them ? " 

The slight irony in the tone cut him horribly. 
He offered his arm in silence. They passed on to 
the staircase. 

" It is necessary," she said, " to .appear cheerful 
before one's guests." 

She had him at an advantage at every point. 
" We will be cheerful, then," was his reply, spoken 
with a grim kind of humour. " You have learned 
it all, haven't you ? " he added. 

They were just entering the ballroom. "Yes, 
with your kind help — and absence," she replied. 

The surprise of the guests was somewhat dimin- 
ished by the fact that Marion, telling General Ar- 
mour and his wife first of Frank's return, industri- 
ously sent the news buzzing about the room. 

The two went straight to Frank's father and 
mother. Their parts were all excellently played. 
Then Frank mingled among the guests, being very 
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heartily greeted, and heard congratulations on all 
Bides. Old club friends rallied him as a deserter, 
and new acquaintances flocked about him ; and pres- 
ently he awakened to the fact that his Indian wife 
had been an interest of the season, was not the least 
admired person present. It was altogether too good 
luck for him ; but he had an uncomfortable convic- 
tion that he had a long path of penance to walk be- 
fore he could hope to enjoy it. 

All at once he met Lady Haldwell, who, in spite 
of all, still accepted invitations to General Armour's 
house — ^the strange scene between Lali and herself 
never having been disclosed to the family. He had 
nothing but bitterness in his heart for her, but he 
spoke a few smooth words, and she languidly con- 
gratulated him on his bronzed appearance. He 
asked for a dance, but she had not one to give him. 
As she was leaving, she suddenly turned as though 
she had forgotten something, and looking at him, 
said, " I forgot to congratulate you on your marriage. 
I hope it is not too late ? " 

He bowed. "Tour congratulations are so sin- 
cere," he said, "that they would be d propos late or 
early." 

When he stood with his wife whilst the guests 
were leaving, and saw with what manner she carried 
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it all off, — as though she had been born in the good 
land of good breeding, — ^he was moved alternately 
with wonder and shame — shame that he had intend- 
ed this noble creature as a sacrifice to his ugly tem- 
per and spite. 

When all the guests were gone and the family 
stood alone in the drawing-room, a silence suddenly 
fell amongst them. Presently Marion said to her 
mother in a half -whisper, "I wish Richard were 
here." 

They all felt the extreme awkwardness of the 
situation, especially when Lali bade General Ar- 
mour, Mrs. Armour, and Marion good-night, and 
then, turning to her husband, said, " Good-night," — 
she did not even speak his name. "Perhaps you 
would care to ride to-morrow morning ? I always 
go to the Park at ten, and this will be my last ride 
of the season." 

Had she written out an elaborate proclamation 
of her intended attitude towards her husband, it 
could not have more clearly conveyed her mind 
than this little speech, delivered as to a most 
friendly acquaintance. General Armour pulled his 
moustache fiercely, and, it is possible, enjoyed the 
situation, despite its peril. Mrs. Armour turned to 
the mantel and seemed tremulously engaged in ar- 
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ranging some bric-d-brac. Marion, however, with a 
fine instinct, slid her arm through that of Lali, and 
gently said, " Yes, of course Frank will be glad of 
a ride in the Park. He used to ride with me every 
morning. But let us go, us three, and kiss the 
baby good-night, — * good-night till we meet in the 
morning.' " 

She linked her arm now through Frank's, and 
as she did so he replied to Lali, ^' I shall be glad to 
ride in the morning, but — " 

" But we^ can arrange it at breakfast," said his 
wife hurriedly. At the same time she allowed her- 
self to be drawn away to the hall with her hus- 
band. 

He was very angry, but he knew he had no 
right to be so. He choked back his wrath and 
moved on amiably enough, and suddenly the fash- 
ion in which the tables had been turned on him 
struck him with its tragic comedy, and he involun- 
tarily smiled. His sense of humour saved him from 
words and acts which might possibly have made the 
matter a pure tragedy after all. He loosed his arm 
from Marion's. 

" I must bid our father and mother good-night. 
Then I will join you both — 4n the court of the 
king.'" And he turned and went back, and said 
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to his father as he kissed his mother, '^ I am had at 
an advantage, General." 

" And serves you right, my boy. Ton had the 
odds with you ; she has captured them like a bom 
soldier." 

His mother said to him gently, "Frank, you 
blamed us, but remember that we wished only your 
good. Take my advice, dear, and try to love your 
wife and win her confidence." 

"Love her — tty to love her?" he said. "I 

shall easily do that. But the other ?" He 

shook his head a little, though what he meant per- 
haps he did not know quite himself, and then fol- 
lowed Marion and Lali upstairs. Marion had tried 
to escape from Lali, but was told that she must 
stay ; and the three met at the child's cot. Marion 
stooped down and kissed its forehead. Frank 
stooped also and kissed its cheek. Then the wife 
kissed the other cheek. The child slept peace- 
fully on. 

" You can always see the baby here before break- 
fast, if you choose," said Lali ; and she held out her 
hand again in good-night. At this point Marion 
stole away, in spite of Lali's quick little cry of 
"Wait, Marion 1" and the two were left alone 
again. 
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" I am very tired," slie said. " I would rather 
not talk to-night." The dismissal was evident. 

He took her hand, held it an instant, and pres- 
ently said, " I will not detain you, but I would ask 
you, Lali, to remember that you are my wife. 
Nothing can alter that." 

" Still we are only strangers, as you know," she 
quietly rejoined. 

" You forget the days we were together — after 
we were married," he cautiously urged. 

"I am not the same girl, . . . you killed her. 
. . . We have to start again. ... I know all." 

"Tou know that in my wretched anger and 
madness I — " 

" Oh, please do not speak of it," she said ; " it 
is so bad even in thought." 

" But will you never forgive me, and care for 
me ? — we have to live our lives together." 

" Pray let us not speak of it now," she said, in a 
weary voice ; then, breathlessly, " It is of much 
more consequence that you should love me — and 
the child." 

He drew himself up with a choking sigh, and 
spread out his arms to her. " Oh, my wife I " he 
said. 

" 'Nof no," she cried, " this is unreasonable ; we 
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know 80 little of each other. . . . Good-night, 
again." 

He turned at the door, came back, and, stoop- 
ing, kissed the child on the lips. Then he said, 
"You are right. I deserve to suffer. . . . Good- 
night" 

But when he was gone she dropped on her 
knees, and kissed the child many times on the 
lips also. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE FAITH OF CK)MBADES. 

When Francis Armour left his wife's room he 
did not go to his own, but quietly descended the 
stairs, went to the library, and sat down. The lone- 
liest thing in the world is to be tSte-d-tete with one's 
conscience. A man may have a bad hour with an 
enemy, a sad hour with a friend, a peaceful hour 
with himself, but when the little dwarf, conscience, 
perches upon every hillock of remembrance and 
makes slow signs — those strange symbols of the 
language of the soul — to him, no slave upon the 
treadmill suffers more. 

The butler came in to see if anything was re- 
quired, but Armour only greeted him silently and 
waved him away. His brain was painfully alert, 
his memory singularly awake. It seemed that the 
incident of this hour had so opened up every chan- 
nel of his intelligence that all his life ran past him 
in fantastic panorama, as by that illumination which 

comes to the drowning man. He seemed under 
150 
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some strange spell. Once or twice lie rose, rubbed 
his eyes, and looked round the room — ^the room 
where as a boy he had spent idle hours, where as a 
student he had been in the hands of his tutor, and 
as a young man had found recreations such as be- 
long to ambitious and ardent youth. Every corner 
was familiar. Nothing was changed. The books 
upon the shelves were as they were placed twenty 
yqars ago. And yet he did not seem a part of it. 
It did not seem natural to him. He was in an 
atmosph€ft*e of strangeness — that atmosphere which 
surrounds a man, as by a cloud, when some crisis 
comes upon him and his life seems to stand still, 
whirling upon its narrow base, while the world 
appears at an interminable distance, even as to a 
deaf man who sees yet cannot hear. 

There came home to him at that moment with a 
force indescribable the shamelessness of the act he 
committed four years ago. He had thought to come 
back to miserable humiliation. For four years he 
had refused to do his duty as a man towards an 
innocent woman, — a woman, though in part a sav- 
age, — ^now transformed into a gentle, noble creature 
of delight and goodness. How had he deserved it ? 
He had sown the storm, it was but just that he 
should reap the whirlwind ; he had scattered this- 
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ties, could he expect to gather grapes ? He knew 
that the sympathy of all his father's house was not 
with him, but with the woman he had wronged. 
He was glad it was so. Looking back now, it 
seemed so poor and paltry a thing that he, a man, 
should stoop to revenge himself upon those who 
had given him birth, as a kind of insult to the 
woman who had lightly set him aside, and should 
use for that purpose a helpless, confiding girl. To 
revenge one's self for wrong to one's self is but a 
common passion, which has little dignity ; to avenge 
some one whom one has loved, man or woman, — 
and, before all, woman, — ^has some touch of nobil- 
ity, is redeemed by loyalty. For his act there was 
not one word of defence to be made, and he was 
not prepared to make it. 

The cigars and liquors were beside him, but he 
did not touch them. He seemed very far away 
from the ordinary details of his life : he knew he 
had before him hard travel, and he was not confi- 
dent of the end. He could not tell how long he 
sat there. After a time the ticking of the clock 
seemed painfully loud to him. Now and again he 
heard a cab rattling through the Square, and the 
foolish song of some drunken loiterer in the night 
caused him to start painfully. Everything jarred 
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on him. Once he got up, went to the window, and 
looked out. The moon was shining full on the 
Square. He wondered if it would be well for him 
to go out and find some quiet to his nerves in walk- 
ing. He did so. Out in the Square he looked up 
to his wife's window. It was lighted. Long time 
he walked up and down, his eyes on the window. 
It held him like a charm. Once he leaned against 
the iron railings of the garden and looked up, not 
moving for a time. Presently he saw the curtain 
of the window raised, and against the dim light of 
the room was outlined the figure of his wife. He 
knew it. She stood for a moment looking out into 
the night. She could not see him, nor could Ij^see 
her features at all plainly, but he knew that she, 
like him, was alone with the catastrophe which his 
wickedness had sent upon her. Soon the curtain 
was drawn down again, and then he went once 
more to the house and took his old seat beside the 
table. He fell to brooding, and at last, exhausted, 
dropped to a troubled sleep. 

He woke with a start. Some one was in the 
room. He heard a step behind him. He came to 
his feet quickly, a wild light in his eyes. He faced 
his brother Richard. 

Late in the afternoon Marion had telegraphed 
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to Richard that Frank was coming. He had been 
away visiting some poor and sick people, and when 
he came back to Greyhope it was too late to catch 
the train. But the horses were harnessed straight- 
way, and he was driven into town, a three-hours' 
drive. He had left the horses at the stables, and, 
having a latch-key, had come in quietly. He had 
seen the light in the study, and guessed who was 
there. He entered, and saw his brother asleep. 
He watched him for a moment and studied him. 
Then he moved away to take off his hat, and, as he 
did so, stumbled slightly. Then it was Frank 
waked, and for the first time in five years they 
looked each other in the eyes. They both stood 
immovable for a moment, and then Eichard caught 
Frank's hand in both of his and said, " God bless 
you, my boy 1 I am glad you are back 1 " 

"Dick! Dick!" was the reply, and Frank's 
other hand clutched Richard's shoulder in his 
strong emotion. They stood silent for a moment 
longer, and then Richard recovered himself. He 
waved his hand to the chairs. The strain of the 
situation was a little painful for them both. Men 
are shy with each other where their emotions are in 
play. 

" Why, my boy," he said, waving a hand to the 
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wines and liquors, "full bottles and unopened 
boxes ? Tut, tut I here's a pretty how-d'ye-do. Is 
this the way you toast the home quarters ? You're 
a fine soldier for an old mess ! " 

So saying, he poured out some whisky, then 
opened the box of cigars and pushed them towards 
his brother. He did not care particularly to drink 
or smoke himself, but a man — an Englishman — ^is a 
strange creature. He is most natural and at ease 
when he is engaged in eating and drinking. He re- 
lieves every trying situation by some frivolous and 
selfish occupation, as of dismembering a partridge, 
or mixing a punch. 

"Well, Frank," said his brother, "now what 
have you to say for yourself? Why didn't you 
come long ago ? You have played the adventurer 
for five years, and what have you to show for it ? 
Have you a fortune ? " Frank shook his head and 
twisted a shoulder. " What have you done that is 
worth the doing, then ? " 

" Nothing that I intended to do, Dick," was the 
grave reply. 

"Yes, I imagined that. You have seen thenij 
have you, Frank ? " he added, in a softer voice. 

Frank blew a great cloud of smoke about his 

face, and through it he said, "Yes, Dick, I have 
11 
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seen a damned sight more than I deserved to 
see." 

" Oh, of course ; I know that, my boy ; but, so 
far as I can see, in another direction you are getting 
quite what you deserve : your wife and child are 
upstairs ; you are here." 

He paused, was silent for a moment, then leaned 
over, caught his brother's arm, and said, in a low, 
strenuous voice, " Frank Armour, you laid a hate- 
ful little plot for us. It wasn't manly, but we for- 
gave it and did the best we could. But see here, 
Frank, take my word for it, you have had a lot of 
luck ; there isn't one woman out of ten thousand 
that would have stood the test as your wife has 
stood it ; injured at the start, constant neglect, 

temptation " he paused. "My boy, did you 

ever think of that, of the temptation to a woman 
neglected by her husband? The temptation to 
men ? Yes, you have had a lot of luck. There has 
been a special providence for you, my boy ; but not 
for your sake. God doesn't love neglectful hus- 
bands, but I think He is pretty sorry for neglected 
wives." 

Frank was very still. His head drooped, the 
cigar hung unheeded in his fingers for a moment, 
and he said at last, "Dick, old comrade, I've 
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thought it all over to-night since I came back — 
everything that you've said. I have not a word of 
defence to make, but, by heaven ! I'm going to win 
my wife's love if I can, and when I do it I'll make 
up for all my cursed foolishness — see if I don't.'* 

" That sounds well, Frank," was the quiet reply. 
" I like to hear you talk that way. You would be 
very foolish if you did not. What do you think of 
the child?" 

" Can you ask me what I think ? He is a splen- 
did little fellow." 

"Take, care of him, then, — take good care of 
him : you may never have another," was the grim 
rejoinder. 

Frank winced. His brother rose, took his arm, 
and said, " Let us go to our rooms, Frank. There 
will be time enough to talk later, and I am not so 
young as I once was." 

Truth to say, Eichard Armour was not so young 
as he seemed a few months before. His shoulders 
were a little stooped, he was greyer about the tem- 
ples. The little bit of cynicism which had appeared 
in that remark about the care of the child showed 
also in the lines of his mouth ; yet his eyes had the 
same old true, honest look. But a man cannot be 
hit in mortal places once or twice in his life without 
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its being etched on his face or dropped like a pinch 
of aloe from his tongue. 

Still they sat and talked much longer, Frank 
showing better than when his brother came, 
Eichard gone grey and tired. At last Eichard rose 
and motioned toward the window. " See, Frank," 
he said, " it is morning." Then he went and lifted 
the blind. The grey, unpurged air oozed on the 
glass. The light was breaking over the tops of the 
houses. A crossing-sweeper early to his task, or 
holding the key of the street, went pottering by, 
and a policeman glanced up at them as he passed. 
Eichard drew down the curtain again. 

"Dick," said Frank suddenly, "you look old. I 
wonder if I have changed as much ? " 

Six months before, Frank Armour would have 
said that his brother looked young. 

" Oh, you look young enough, Frank," was the 
reply. " But I am a good deal older than I was five 
years ago. . . . Come, let us go to bed." 
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CHAPTER X. 

THOU KNOWEST THE SECBETS OF OUB HEABTS. 

And Lali ? How had the night gone for her ? 
When she rose from the child's cot, where her lips 
had caught the warmth that her husband had left 
on them, she stood for a moment bewildered in the 
middle of the room. She looked at the door out of 
which he had gone, her bosom beating hard, her 
heart throbbing so that it hurt her — that she could 
have cried out from mere physical pain* The wife- 
dom in her was plundering the wild stores of her 
generous soul for the man, for — as Richard had said 
that day, that memorable dayl — the father of her 
child. But the woman, the pure translated woman, 
who was born anew when this frail life in its pink 
and white glory crept out into the dazzling world, 
shrank back, as any girl might shrink that had not 
known marriage. This child had come — from 
what ? She shuddered now — how many times had 
she done so since she first waked to the vulgar sacri- 
lege of her marriage? She knew now that every 

159 
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good mother, when her first child is born, takes it 
in her arms, and, all her agony gone, and the in-, 
effable peace of delivered motherhood come, speaks 
the name of its father, and calls it his child. But — 
she remembered it now — when her child was born, 
this little waif, the fruit of a man's hot, malicious 
hour, she wrapped it in her arms, pressed its deli- 
cate flesh to the silken folds of her bosom, and 
weeping, whispered only, "My child 1 my little, 
Kttle child!" 

She had never, as many a wife far from her hus- 
band has done, talked to her child of its father, told 
it of his beauty and his virtues, arrayed it day by 
day in sweet linen and pretty adornments, as if he 
were just then knocking at her door ; she had never 
imagined what he would say when he did come. 
What could such a father think of his child, born 
of a woman whose very life he had intended as an 
insult? No, she had loved it for father and mother 
also. She had tried to be good, a good mother, liv- 
ing a life unutterably lonely, hard in all that it in- 
volved of study, new duty, translation, and burial of 
primitive emotions. And with all the care and tear- 
ful watchfulness that had been needed, she had 
grown so proud, so exacting — exacting for her child, 
proud for herself. . 
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How could she know now that this hasty decla- 
ration of affection was anything more than the mere 
man in him ? Years ago she had not been able to 
judge between love and insult — what guarantee had 
she here ? Did he think that she could believe in 
him ? She was not the woman he had married, he 
was not the man she had married. He had deceived 
her basely — she had been a common chattel. She 
had been miserable enough — could she give herself 
over to his flying emotions again so suddenly ? 

She paced the room, her face now in her hands, 
her hands now clasping and wringing before her. 
Her wifely duty 1 She straightened to that. Duty ! 
She was first and before all a good, unpolluted 
woman. No, no, it could not be. Love him? 
Again she shrank. Then came flooding on her that 
afternoon when she had flung herself oh Richard's 
breast, and all those hundred days of happiness in 
Etchard's company — Eichard the considerate, the 
strong, who had stood so by his honour in an hour 
of peril. 

Now as she thought of it a hot wave sliivered 
through all her body, and tingled to her hair. Her 
face again dropped in her hands, and, as on that 
other day, she knelt beside the cot, and, bursting 
into tears, said through her sobs, "My baby! my 
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owu dear baby 1 Oh that we could go away — away 
— and never come back again I " 

She did not know how intense her sobs were. 
*They waked the child from its delicate sleep; its 
blue eyes opened wide and wise all on the instant, 
its round soft arm ran up to its mother's neck, and 
it said, " Don't c'y I I want to s'eep wif you 1 I'se 
so s'eepy 1 " 

She caught the child to her wet face, smiled at it 
through her tears, went with it to her own bed, put 
it away in the deep whiteness, kissed it, and fondled 
it away again into the heaven of sleep. When this 
was done she felt calmer. How she hungered over 
it ! This — this could not be denied her. This, at 
least, was all hers, without clause or reservation, an 
absolute love, and an absolute right. 

She disrobed and drew in beside the child, and 
its little dewy cheek touching her breast seemed to 
ease the ache in her soul. 

But sleep would not come. All the past four 
years trooped by, with their thousand incidents 
magnified in the sharp, throbbing light of her 
mind, and at last she knew and saw clearly what 
was before her, what trials, what duty, and what 
honour demanded — her honour. 

Richard ? Once for all she gently put him away 
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from her into that infinite distance of fine respect 
which a good woman can feel, who has known what 
she and Eichard had known — and set aside. But he 
had made for her so high a standard, that for one to 
be measured thereby was a severe challenge. 

Could Frank come even to that measure ? She 
dared not try to answer the question. She feared, 
she shrank, she grew sick at heart. She did not 
reckon with that other thing, that powerful, infinite 
influence which ties a woman, she knows not how 
or why, to the man who led her to the world of 
motherhood. Through all the wrongs which she 
may suffer by him, there runs this cable of un- 
happy attraction, testified to by how many sorrow- 
ful lives 1 

But Lali was trying to think it out, not only to 
feel, and she did not count that subterranean force 
which must play its part in this new situation in 
her drama of life. Could she love him ? She crept 
away out of the haven where her child was, put on 
her dressing-gown, went to the window, and looked 
out upon the night, all unconscious that her hus- 
band was looking at her from the Square below. 
Love him? — Love him? — Love him? Could she? 
Did he love her? Her eyes wandered over the 
Square. Nowhere else was there a light, but a 
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chimnej-flue was creaking somewhere. It jarred 
on her so that she shrank. Then all at once she 
smiled to tliink how she had changed. Foar years 
ago she could have slept amid the hammers of a 
foundry. The noise ceased. Her eyes passed from 
the cloud of trees in the Square to the sky — all stars, 
and restful deep blue. That — that was the same. 
How she knew it ! Orion and Ashtaroth, and Mars 
and the Pleiades, and the long trail of the Milky 
"Way. As a little child hanging in the trees, or 
sprawled beside a tepee, she had made friends with 
them all, even as she learned and loved all the signs 
of the earth beneath — the twist of a blade of grass, 
the portent in the cry of a river-hen, the colour of a 
star, the smell of a wind. She had known Nature 
then, now she knew men. And knowing them, and 
having suffered, and sick at heart as she was, stand- 
ing by this window in the dead of night, the cry 
that shook her softly was not of her new life, but 
of the old, primitive, childlike. • 

Paaagathe^ omarhi kethose holohmi^ vorgarUha 
pedorondikat Oni. 

"-4. apear hath pierced me^ and the rnnart of the 
nettle is m Twy wound. Maker of the soft nighty 
hind my wov/nds with sleepy lest I cry out wnd he a 
cmjoard and unworthy. ^^ 
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Again and again, nnconscioaslj, the words passed 
from her lips — 

Vorganthe^ pestorondikat OnL 

At last she let down the blind, came to the bed, 
and once more gathered her child in her arms with 
an infinite hunger. This love was hers — rich, un- 
trammelled, and so sacred. No matter what came, 
and she did not know what would come, she had 
the child. There was a kind of ecstasy in it, and 
she lay and trembled with the feeling, ]but at last 
fell into a troubled sleep. 

She waked suddenly to hear footsteps passing 
her door. She listened. One footstep was heavier 
than tlie other — heavier and a little stumbling ; she 
recognised them, Frank and Eichard. In that mo- 
ment her* heart hardened. Frank Armour must 
tread a difficult road. 
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CHAPTER XL 

UPON THE HIGHWAY. 

Frank visited the child in the morning, and 
was received with a casual interest. Richard Jo- 
seph Armour was fastidious, was not to be won at 
the grand gallop. Besides, he had just had a visit 
from his uncle, and the good taste of that gay time 
was yet in his mouth. He did not resent the em- 
braces, but he did not respond to them, and he 
straightened himself with relief when the assault 
was over. Some one was paying homage to him, 
that was all he knew ; but for his own satisfaction 
and pleasure he preferred as yet his old comrades, 
Edward Lambert, Captain Yidall, General Armour, 
and, above all, Richard. He only showed real in- 
terest at the last, when he asked, as it were in 
compromise, if his father would give him a sword. 
No one had ever talked to him of his father, and 
he had no instinct for him so far as could be seen. 
The sword was, therefore, after the manner of a 

concession. Frank rashly promised it, and was 
166 
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promptly told by Marion that it couldn't be ; and 
she was backed by Captain Vidall, who said it had 
already been tabooed, and Frank wasn't to come in 
and ask for favours or expect them. 

The husband and wife met at breakfast. He 
was down first. When his wife entered, he came to 
her, they touched hands, and she presently took a 
seat beside him. More than once he paused sud- 
denly in his eating, when he thought of his inex- 
plicable case. He was now face to face with a 
reversed situation. He had once picked up a peb- 
ble from the brown dirt of a prairie, that he might 
toss it into the pool of this home life ; and he had 
tossed it, and from the sweet bath there had come 
out a precious stone, which he longed to wear, and 
knew that he could not — not yet. He could 
have coerced a lower being, but for his manhood's 
sake — ^he had risen to that now, it is curious how 
the dignity of fatherhood helps to make a man — he 
could not coerce here, and if he did, he knew that 
the product would be disaster. 

He listened to her talk with Marion and Captain 
Yidall. Her voice was musical, balanced, her lan- 
guage breathed ; it had manner, and an indescrib- 
able cadence of intelligence, joined to a deliberation, 
which touched her oflE with distinction. When she 
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spoke to him — and she seemed to do that as by 
studied intention and with tact at certain intervals — 
her manner was composed and kind. She had 
resolved on her part. She asked him about his 
journey over, about his plans for the day, and if he 
had decided to ride with her in the Park, — ^he could 
have the general's mount, she was sure, for the 
general was not going that day, — ^and would he 
mind doing a little errand for her afterwards in 
Kegent Street, for the child, — she feared she her- 
self would not have time ? 

Just then General Armour entered, and, passing 
behind her, kissed her on the cheek, dropping his 
hand on Frank's shoulder at the same time with a 
hearty greeting. Of course, Frank could have his 
mount, he said. Mrs. Armour did not come down, 
but she sent word by Richard, who entered last, that 
she would be glad to see Frank for a moment be- 
fore he left for the Park. As of old, Richard took 
both Lali's hands in his, patted them, and cheerily 
said — 

" Well, well, Lali, we've got the wild man home 
again safe and sound, haven't we? — the same old 
vagabond 1 We'll have to turn him into a Chris- 
tian again — 'for while the lamp holds out to 
bum ''' 
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He did not give her time to reply, but their eyes 
met honestly, kindly, and from the look they both 
passed into life and time again with a fresh courage. 
She did not know, nor did he, how near they had 
been to an abyss; and neither ever knew. One 
furtive glance at the moment, one hesitating pres- 
sure of the hand, one movement of the head from 
each other's gaze, and there had been unhappiness 
for them all. But they were safe. 

In the Park, Frank and his wife talked little. 
They met many who greeted them cordially, And 
numbers of Frank's old club friends summoned him 
to the sacred fires at his earliest opportunity. The 
two talked chiefly of the people they met, and 
Frank thrilled with admiration at his wife's gentle 
judgment of everybody. 

" The true thing, absolutely the true thing," 
he said ; and he was conscious, too, that her in* 
stincts were right and searching, for once or twice 
he saw her face chill a little when they met one 
or two men whose reputations as chevaliers dea 
dames were pronounced. These men had had 
one or two confusing minutes with Lali in their 
time. 

" How splendidly you ride ! " he said, as he 
came up swiftly to her after having chatted for a 
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moment with Edward Lambert. " You sit like 
wax, and so entirely easy." 

" Thank you," she said. " I suppose I really 
like it too well to ride badly, and then I began 
young on horses not so good as Musket here — 
bareback, too I " she added, with a little soft irony. 

He thought — she did not, however — that she 
was referring to that first letter he sent home to 
his people, when he consigned her, like any other 
awkward freight, to their care. He flushed to his 
eyes. It cut him deep, but her eyes only had a dis- 
tant, dreamy look which conveyed nothing of the 
sting in her words. Like most men, he had a touch 
of vanity too, and he might have resented the words 
vaguely, had he not remembered his talk with his 
mother an hour before. 

She had begged him to have patience, she had 
made him promise that he would not in any circum- 
stance say an ungentle or bitter thing, that he would 
bide the effort of constant devotion, and his love of 
the child. Especially must he try to reach her 
through love of the child. 

By which it will be seen that Mrs. Armour had 
come to some wisdom by reason of her love for 
Frank's wife and child. 

" My son," she had said, " through the child is 
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the surest way, believe me ; for only a mother can 
understand what that means, how much and how 
far it goes. You are a father, but until last night 
you never had the flush of that love in your veins. 
You stand yet only at the door of that life which 
has done more to guide, save, instruct, and deepen 
your wife's life than anything else, though your 
brother Eichard — ^to whom you owe a debt that 
you can never repay — has done much indeed. Be 
wise, my dear, as I have learned a little to be, since 
first your wife came. All might easily have gone 
wrong, it has all gone well ; and we, my son, have 
tried to do our duty lovingly, consistently, to dear 
Lali and the child." 

She made him promise that he would wait, that 
he would not try to hurry his wife's affection for 
him by any spoken or insistent claim. " For, Frank 
dear," she said, " you are only legally married, not 
morally, not as God can bless — not yet. But I 
pray that what will sanctify all may come soon, 
very soon, to the joy of us all. But again — and I 
cannot say it too prayerfully — do not force one little 
claim that your marriage gave you, but prove your- 
self to her, who has cause to distrust you so much. 
Will you forgive your mother, my dear, for speak- 
ing to you?" 
12 
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He had told her then that what she had asked 
he had intended as his own course, yet what she 
had said would keep it in his mind always, for he 
was sure it was right. Mrs. Armour had then em- 
braced him, and they parted. Dealing with Lali 
had taught them all much of the human heart that 
they had never known before, and the result thereof 
was wisdom. 

They talked casually enough for the rest of the 
ride, and before they parted at the door Frank re- 
ceived his commission for Regent Street, and ac- 
cepted it with delight, as a schoolboy might a gift. 
He was absurdly grateful for any favours from her, 
any sign of her companionship. They met at 
luncheon; then, because Lali had to keep an en- 
gagement in Eaton Square, they parted again, and 
Frank and Eichard took a walk, after a long hour 
with the child, who still so hungered for his sword 
that Frank disobeyed orders, and dragged Eichard 
off to Oxford Street to get one. He was reduced 
to a beatific attitude of submission, for he knew that 
he had few odds with him now, and that he must 
live by virtue of new virtues. He was no longer 
proud of himself in any way, and he knew that no 
one else was, or rather, Jie felt so, and that was just 
the same. 
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He talked of the boy, he talked of his wife, he 
laid plans, he tore them down, he built them up 
again, he asked advice, he did not wait to hear it, 
but rambled on, excited, eager. Truth is, there 
had suddenly been lifted from his mind the dread 
and shadow of four years. Wherever he had gone, 
whatever he had been or done, that dread shadow 
had followed him, and now to know that instead of 
having to endure a hell he had to win a heaven, and 
to feel as if his brain had been opened and a mass 
of vapours and naughty little mannikins of remorse 
had been let out, was a trifle intoxicating even to a 
man of liis usual vigour and early acquaintance with 
exciting things. 

" Dick, Dick ! " he said enthusiastically, " you've 
been royal. You always were better than any chap 
I ever knew. You're always doing for others. 
Hang it, Dick, where does your fun come in ? No- 
body seems ever to do anything for you." 

Richard gave his arm a squeeze. " Never mind 
about me, boy. I've had all the fun I want, and all 
I'm likely to get, and so long as you're all willing to 
have me around, I'm satisfied. There's always a lot 
to do among the people in the village, one way and 
another, and I've a heap of reading on, and what 
more does a fellow want ? " 
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" You didn't always feel that way, Dick ? " 

"No. You see, at different times in life you 
want different kinds of pleasures. I've had a good 
many kinds, and the present kind is about as satis- 
factory as any." 

" But, Dick, you ought to get married. You've 
got coin, you've got sense, you're a bit distinguished- 
looking, and I'll back your heart against a thousand 
bishops. You've never been in danger of making a 
fool of yourself as I have. Why didn't you — why 
don't you — ^get married ? " 

Eichard patted his brother's shoulder. 

"Married, boy? Married? I've got too much 
on my hands. I've got to bring you up yet. And 
when that's done I shall have to write a book 
called ' How to bring up a Parent.' Then I've got 
to help bring your boy up, as I've done these last 
three years and more. I've got to think of that 
boy for a long while yet, for I know him better 
than you do — and I shall need some of my coin to 
carry out my plans." 

" God bless you, Dick 1 Bring me up as you 
will, only bring Ker along too ; and as for the boy, 
you're far more his father than I am. And my 
mother says that it's you that's given me the wife 
I've got now — so what can I say ? — what can I say ? " 
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It was the middle of tlie Green Park, and Eich- 
ard turned and grasped Frank by both shoulders. 

" Say ? Say that you'll stand by the thing you 
swore to one mad day in the West as well as any 
man that ever lived — ' to have and to hold, to love 
and to cherish, from this day forth till death us do 
part. Amen.'" 

Eichard's voice was low and full of a strange, 
searching something. 

Frank, wondering at this great affection and 
fondness of his brother, looked him in the eyes 
warmly, solemnly, and replied, " For richer or for 
poorer, for better or for worse, in sickness and in 
health — so help me God, and her kindness and for- 
giveness I " 
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CHAPTEE XII. 
"the chase of the yellow swan.'' 

Frank and Lali did not meet until dinner was 
announced. The conversation at dinner was mainly 
upon the return to Greyhope which was fixed for 
the following morning, and it was deftly kept gay 
and superficial by Marion and Eichard and Captain 
Vidall, until General Armour became reminiscent, 
and held the interest of the table through a dozen 
little incidents of camp and barrack life until the 
ladies rose. There had been an engagement for late 
in the evening, but it had been given up because of 
Frank's home-coming, and there was to be a family 
gathering merely — for Captain Hume Vidall was 
now as much one of the family as Frank or Eich- 
ard, by virtue of his approaching marriage with 
Marion. The men left alone, General Armour 
questioned Frank freely about life in the Hudson's 
Bay country, and the conversation ran on idly till 
it was time to join the ladies. 

"When they reached the drawing-room, Marion 
176 
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was seated at the piano, playing a rhapsody of 
Kaff's, and Mrs. Armour and Lali were seated side 
by side. Frank thrilled at seeing his wife's hand in 
his mother's. Marion nodded over the piano at the 
men, and presently played a snatch of Carmen^ 
then wandered off into the barbaric strength of 
Tcmnhauaer^ and as suddenly again into the ballet 
music of Faust. 

" Why so wilful, my girl ? " said her father, who 
had a keen taste for music. "Why this tangle? 
Let us have something definite." 

Marion sprang up from the piano. " I can't 
I'm not definite myself to-night." Then, turning 
to Lali, " Lali dear, sing something — do ! sing my 
favourite, ' The Chase of the Yellow Swan.' " 

This was a song which in the later days at Grey- 
hope, Lali had sung for Marion, first in her own 
language, with the few notes of an Indian chant, 
and afterwards, by the help of the celebrated mu- 
sician who had taught her both music and singing, 
both of which she had learned but slowly, it was 
translated and sd: to music. Lali looked Marion 
steadily in the eyes for a moment, and then rose. 
It cost her something to do this thing, for while she 
had often talked much and long with Eichard about 
that old life, it now seemed as if she were to sing it 
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to one who would not quite understand why she 
should sing it at all, or what was her real attitude 
towards her past — that she looked upon it from the 
infinite distance of affectionate pity, knowledge, and 
indescribable change, and yet loved the inspiring 
atmosphere and mystery of that lonely North, 
which once in the veins never leaves it — never. 
Would he understand that she was feeling, not the 
common detail of the lodge and the camp-fire and 
the Company's post, but the deep spirit of Nature, 
filtering through the senses in a thousand ways — the 
wild ducks' flight, the sweet smell of the balsam, the 
exquisite gallop of the deer, the powder of the 
frost, the sun and snow and blue plains of water, 
the thrilling eternity of plain and the splendid steps 
of the hills, which led away by stair and entresol to 
the Kimash Hills, the Hills of the Mighty Men ? 

She did not know what he would think, and 
again on second thought she determined to make 
him, by this song, contrast her as she was when he 
married her, and now — ^how she herself could look 
upon that past unabashed, speak of it without 
blushing, sing of it with pride, having reached a 
point where she could look down and say, " This 
was the way by which I came," 

She rose, and was accompanied to the piano by 
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General Armour, Frank admiring her soft, spring- 
ing steps, her figure so girlish and lissom. She 
paused for a little before she began. Her eyes 
showed for a moment over the piano, deep, burning, 
inlooking ; then they veiled ; her fingers touched 
the keys, wandered over them in a few strange, soft 
chords, paused, wandered again, more firmly and 
very intimately, and then she sang. Her voice was 
a good contralto, well-balanced, true, of no great 
range, but within its compass melodious, and having 
some inexpressible charm of temperament. Frank, 
did not need to strain his ears to hear the words ; 
every one came clear, searching, delicately valued — 

In the flash of the singing dawn, 

At the door of the Great One, 

The joy of his lodge knelt down, 

Knelt down, and her hair in the sun 

Shone like showering dust. 

And her eyes were as eyes of the fawn. 

And she cried to her lord, 

" my lord, my life. 

From the desert I come ; 

From the hills of the Dawn." 

And he lifted the curtain and said, 

" Hast thou seen It, the Yellow Swan f " 

And she lifted her head, and her eyes 
Were as lights in the dark, 
And her hands folded slow on her breast, 
And her face was as one who has seen 
The gods and the place where they dwell ; 
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And she said, ** Is it meet that I kneel, 
That I kneel as I speak to my lord f " 
And he answered her, " Nay, but to stand. 
And to sit by my side ; 
But speak, thou hast followed the trail, 
Hast thou found It, the Yellow Swan f " 

And she stood as a queen, and her voice 
Was as one who hast seen the Hills, 
The Hills of the Mighty Men, 
And hath heard them cry in the night, 
Hath heard them call in the dawn, 
Hath seen It, the Yellow Swan. 
And she said, " It is not for my lord ; " 
And she murmured, " I cannot tell, 
But my lord must go as I went. 
And my lord must come as I came, 
And my lord shall be wise I " 

And he cried in his wrath, 

" What is thine, it is mine. 

And thine eyes are my eyes. 

Thou shalt speak of the Yellow Swan I " 

But she answered him, " Nay, though I die, 

I have lain in the nest of the Swan, 

I have heard, I have known ; 

When thine eyes too have seen. 

When thine ears too have heard. 

Thou shalt do with me then as thou wilt I " 

And he lifted his hand to strike^ 
And he straightened his spear to slay, 
But a great light struck on his eyes, 
And he heard the rushing of wings. 
And his long spear fell from his hand. 
And a terrible stillness came. 
And then the spell passed from his eyes. 
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He stood in his doorway alone, 
And gone was the queen of his sool, 
And gone was the Yellow Swan. 

Frank Armour listened as in a dream. The 
$ong had the wild swing of savage life, the deep 
sweetness of a monotone, but it had also the fine 
intelligence, the subtle allusiveness of romance. He 
could read between the lines. The allegory touched 
him where his nerves were sensitive. Where she 
had gone he could not go until his eyes had seen 
and known what hers had seen and known ; he 
could not grasp his happiness all in a moment ; she 
was no longer at his feet, but equal with him, and 
wiser than he. She had not meant the song to be 
allusive when she began, but to speak to him 
through it by singing the heathen song as his own 
sister might sing it. As the song went on, however, 
she felt the inherent suggestion in it, so that when 
she had finished it required all her strength to get 
up calmly, come among them again, and listen to 
their praises and thanks. She had no particular 
wish to be alone with Frank just yet, but the others 
soon arranged themselves so that the husband and 
wife were left in a cosy corner of the room. 

Lali's heart fluttered a little at first, for the day 
had been trying, and she was not as strong as she 
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could wish. Admirably as she had gone through 
the season, it had worn on her, and her constitution 
had become sensitive and delicate, while yet strong. 
The life had almost refined her too much. Always 
on the watch that she should do exactly as Marion 
or Mrs. Armour, always so sensitive as to what was 
required of her, always preparing for this very time, 
now that it had come, and her heart and mind were 
strong, her body seemed to weaken. Once or twice 
during the day she had felt a little faint, but it had 
passed off, and she had scolded herself. She did 
not wish a serious talk with her husband to-night, 
but she saw now that it was inevitable. 

He said to her as he sat down beside her, " You 
sing very well indeed. The song is full of mean- 
ing, and you bring it all out." 

" I am glad you like it," she responded conven- 
tionally; "of course it's an unusual song for an 
English drawing-room." 

" As you sing it, it would be beautiful and ac- 
ceptable anywhere, Lali." 

" Thank you again," she answered, closing and 
unclosing her fan, her eyes wandering to where 
Mrs. Armour was. She wished she could escape, 
for she did not feel like talking, and yet though the 
man was her husband she could not say that she 
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was too tired to talk ; she must be polite. Then, 
with a little dainty malice, " It is more interesting, 
though, in the vernacular — and costume I " 

"Not unless you sang it so," he answered gal- 
lantly, and with a kind of earnestness. 

" You have not forgotten the way of London 
men," she rejoined. 

" Perhaps that is well, for I do not know the 
way of women," he said with a faint bitterness. 
" Yet I don't speak unadvisedly in this," — here he 
meant to be a little bold, and bring the talk to the 
past, — "for I heard you sing that song once 
before." 

She turned on him half puzzled, a little nervous. 
" Where did you hear me sing it ? " 

He had made up his niind, wisely enough, to 
speak with much openness and some tact also, if 
possible. 

" It was on the Glow Worm Eiver at the Clip 
Claw Hills. I came into your father's camp one 
evening in the autumn, hungry and tired and 
knocked about. I was given the next tent to yours. 
It was night, and just before I turned in I heard 
your voice singing. I couldn't understand much of 
the language, but I had the sense of it, and I know 
it when I hear it again," 
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"Yes, I remember singing it that night," she 
said. "Next day was the Feast of the Yellow 
Swan." 

Her eyes presently became dreamy, and her face 
took on a distant, rapt look. She sat looking 
straight before her for a moment. 

He did not speak, for he interpreted the look 
aright, and he was going to be patient, to wait. 

" Tell me of my father," she said. " You have 
been kind to him ? " 

He winced a little. " When I left Fort Charles 
he was very well," he said, " and he asked me to 
tell you to come some day. He also has sent you 
a half-dozen silver fox skins, a sash, and moccasins 
made by his own hands. The things are not yet 
unpacked." 

Moccasins ? She remembered when last she had 
moccasins on her feet — the day she rode the horse 
at the quick-set hedge, and nearly lost her life. 
How very distant that all was, and yet how near 
too I Suddenly she remembered also why she took 
that mad ride, and her heart hardened a little. 

"You have been kind to my father since I 
left?" she asked. 

He met her eyes steadily. " No, not always ; 
not more than I have been kind to you. But at the 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



"THE CHASE OF THE YELLOW SWAN/' 185 

last, yes." Suddenly his voice became intensely di- 
rect and honest. " Lali," he continued, " there is 
much that I want to say to you." She waved her 
hand in a wearied fashion. " I want to tell you tliat 
I would do the hardest penance if I could wipe out 
these last four years." 

" Penance ? " she said dreamily, — " penance ? 
What guarantee of happiness would that be ? One 

would not wish another to do penance if " She 

paused. 

" I understand," he said, — " if one cared — if one 
loved. Yes, I understand. But that does not alter 
the force or meaning of the wish. I swear to you 
that I repent with all my heart — the first wrong to 
you, the long absence — the neglect — everything." 

She turned slowly to him. "Everything? — 
Everything?" she repeated after him. "Do you 
understand what that means? Do you know a 
woman's heart ? No. Do you know what a shame- 
ful neglect is at the most pitiful time in your life ? 
No. How can a man know ? He has a thousand 
things — the woman has nothing, nothing at all ex- 
cept the refuge of home, that for which she gave 
up everything ! " 

Presently she broke oflf, and something sprang 
up and caught her in the throat. Tears of indigna- 
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tion were at work in her. " I have had a home," 
she said, in a low, thrilling voice, — "a good. home; 
but what did that cost you ? Not one honest senti- 
ment of pity, kindness, or solicitude. You clothed 
me, fed me, abandoned me, as — ^how can one say it? 
Do I not know, if coming back you had found me 
as you expected to find me, what the result would 
have been? Do I not know? You would have 
endured me if I did not thrust myself upon you, 
for you have after all a sense of legal duty, a kind 
of stubborn honour. But you would have made 
my life such that some day one or both of us would 
have died suddenly. For " — she looked him with a 
hot clearness in the eyes — "for there is just so much 
that a woman can bear. I wish this talk had not 
come now, but, since it has come, it is better to 
speak plainly. You see, you misunderstand.. A 
heathen has a heart as another — ^has a life to be 
spoiled or made happy as another. Had there been 
one honest passion in your treatment of me — in 
your marrying me — there would be something on 
which to base mutual respect, which is more or 
less necessary when one is expected to love. But 
— but I will not speak more of it, for it chokes 
me, the insult to me, not as I was, but as I am. 
Then it would probably have driven me mad, 
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if I had known; now it eats into my life like 
rust!" 

He made a motion as if to take her hands, but 
lifting them away quietly she said, "You forget 
that there are others present, as well as the fact that 
we can talk better without demonstrations." 

He was about to speak, but she stopped him. 
"No, wait," she said; "for I want to say a little 
more. I was only an Indian girl, but you must re* 
member that I had also in my veins good white 
blood, Scotch blood. Perhaps it was that which 
drew me to you then — for Lali the Indian girl 
loved you. Life had been to me pleasant enough — 
without care, without misery, open, strong, and 
free; our people were not as those others which 
had learned the white man's vices. We loved the 
hunt, the camp-fires, the sacred feasts, the legends 
of the Mighty Men ; and the earth was a good 
friend, whom we knew as the child knows its 
mother." 

Slie paused. Something seemed to arrest her 

attention. Frank followed her eyes. She was 

watching Captain Yidall and Marion. He guessed 

what she was thinking — how different her own 

wooing had been from theirs, how concerning her 

courtship she had not one sweet memory — the 
13 
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thing that keeps alive more love and loyalty in this 
world than anything else. Presently General Ar- 
mour joined them, and Frank's opportunity was 
over for the present. 

Captain Vidall and Marion were engaged in a 
very earnest conversation, though it might not ap- 
pear so to observers. 

"Come now, Marion," he said protestingly, 
" don't be impossible. Please give the day a name. 
Don't you think we've waited about long enough ? " 

"There was a man in the Bible who served 
seven years." 

"Fve served over three in India since I met 
you at the well, and that counts double. Why so 
particular to a day I — ^it's a bit Jewish. Anyhow, 
that seven years was rough on Kachel." 

" How, Hume ? Because she got passee f " 

" Well, that counted ; but do you suppose that 
Jew was going to put in those seven years without 
interest ? Don't you believe it. Kachel paid capi- 
tal and interest back, or Jacob was no Jew. Tell 
me, Marion, when shall it be ? " 

" Hume, for a man who has trifled away years 
in India, you are strangely impatient." 

"Mrs. Lambert says that I have the sweetest 
disposition." 
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" My dear sir I " 

" Don't look at me like that at this distance, or 
I shall have to wear goggles, as the man did who 
went courting the Sun." 

"How supremely ridiculous you are! And I 
thought you such a sensible, serious man." 

" Mrs. Lambert put that in yOur head. We used 
to meet at the annual dinners of the Bible So- 
ciety." 

" Why do you tell me such stuff ? " 

" It's a fact. Her father and my aunt were in 
that swim, and we were sympathisers." 

" Mercenary people ! " 

" It worked very well in her case ; not so well 
in mine. But we conceived a profound respect for 
each other then. But tell me, Marion, when is it to 
be ? Why put off the inevitable ? " 

"It isn't inevitable — and I'm only twenty- 
three." 

" Only twenty-three, 
And as good fish in the sea "— 

he responded, laughing. " Yes, but you've set the 
precedent for a courtship of four years and a bit, 
and what man could face it ? " 

"You did." 

" Yes, but I wasn't advertised of the fact before- 



4 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 

i 



190 THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

hand. Suppose I had seen the notice at the start, 
* This mortgage cannot be raised inside of four years 
— ^and a bitl' There's a limit to human endur- 
ance." 

" Why shouldn't I hold to the number, but alter 
the years to days ? " 

" You wouldn't dare. A woman must live up 
to her reputation." 

" Indeed ? What an ambition ! '^ 

" And a man to his manners." 

" An unknown quantity." 

" And a lover to his promises." 

" A book of jokes." Marion had developed a 
taste for satire. 

"Which reminds me of Lady Halwood and 
Mrs. Lambert. Lady Halwood was more imperti- 
nent than usual the other day at the Sinclairs' show, 
and had a little fling at Mrs. Lambert. The talk 
turned on gowns. Lady Halwood was much inter- 
ested at once. She has a weakness that way. 
*Why,' said she, 'I like these fashions this year, 
but I'm not sure that they suit me. They're the 
same as when the Queen came to the throne.' 
' Well,' said Mrs. Lambert sweetly, * if they suited 

you then ' There was an audible titter, and 

Mrs. Lambert had an enemy for life." 
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" I don't see the point of your story in this con- 
nection." 

" No ? Well, it was merely to suggest that if 
you had to live up to this scheme of four-years' pro- 
bation, other people besides lovers would make up 
books of jokes, and " 

" That's like a man — to threaten." 

" Yes, I threaten — on my knees." 

" Hume, how long do you think Frank will have 
to wait ? " 

They were sitting where they had a good view 
of the husband and wife, and Vidall, after a mo- 
ment, said — 

" I don't know. She has waited four years too ; 
now it looks as if, like Jacob, she was going to 
gather in her shekels of interest compounded." 

" It isn't going to be a bit pleasant to watch." 

" But you won't be here to see." 

Marion ignored the suggestion. " She seems to 
have hardened since he came yesterday. I hardly 
know her ; and yet she looks awfully worn to-night, 
don't you think ? " 

" Yes, as if she had to keep a hand on her- 
self. But it'll come out all right in the end, you'll 
see." 

" Yes, of course ; but she might be sensible and 
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fall in love with Frank at once. That's what she 
did when " 

" When she didn't know man." 

" Yes, but where would you all be if we women 
acted on what we know of you ? " 

" On our knees chiefly, as I am. Kemember 
this, Marion, that half a sinner is better than no 
man." 

" You mean that no man is better than half a 
saint?" 

" How you must admire me 1 " 

"Why?" 

" As you are about to name the day, I assume 
that I'm a whole saint in your eyes.'* 

" St. Augustine ! " 

" Who was he ? " 

" A man that reformed.'* 

" Before or after marriage ? '* 

" Before, I suppose." 

" I don't think he died happy." 

"Why not?" 

" I've a faint recollection that he was boiled." 

" Don't be horrid. What has that to do with 
it?" 

"Nothing, perhaps. But he probably broke 
out again after marriage, and sank at last into that 
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cauldron. That's what it means by being — steeped 
in crime." 

" How utterly nonsensical you are I " 

" I feel light-headed. You've been at sea, on a 
yacht becalmed, haven't you ? when along comes a 
ground-swell, and as you rock in the sun there 
comes trouble, and your head goes round like a top ? 
Now, that's my case, I've been becalmed four 
years, and while I pray for a little wind to take me 
— home, you rock me in the trough of uncertainty. 
Suspense is very gall and wormwood. You know 
what the jailer said to the criminal who was hanging 
on a reprieve, ^Rope deferred maketh the heart 
sick.' Marion, give me the hour, or give me the 
rope." 

" The rope enough to hang yourself ? " 

She suddenly reached up and pulled a hair from 
her head. She laid it in his hand — a long brown 
silken thread. " Hume," she said airily yet gently, 
" there is the rope. Can you love me for a month 
of Sundays?" 

" Yes, for ever and a day I " 

" I will cancel the day, and take your bond for 
the rest. I will be generous. I will marry you in 
two months — and a day." 

"My dearest girl!" — he drew her hand into 
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both of his, — "I can't have you more generous 
than myself, I'll throw oflE the month." But his 
eyes were shining very seriously, though his mouth 
smiled. 

" Two months and a day," she repeated. 

" We must all bundle off to Grey hope to-mor- . 
row," came General Armour's voice across the 
room ; " down comes the baby, cradle and all." 

Lali rose. "I am very tired," she said; "I 
think I will say good-night." 

" I'll go and see the boy with you," Frank said, 
rising also. 

Lali turned towards Marion. Marion's face was 
flushed, and had a sweet, happy confusion. With a 
low, trembling good-night to Captain Vidall, a hur- 
ried kiss on her mother's cheek, and a tiptoed caress 
on her father's head, she ran and linked her arm in 
Lali's, and together they proceeded to the child's 
room. Richard was there when they arrived, 
mending a broken toy. Two hours later, the broth- 
ers parted at Frank's door. 

"Reaping the whirlwind, Dick?" Frank said, 
dropping his hand on his brother's arm. 

Richard pointed to the child's room. 

"Nonsense! Do you want all the world at 
once ? You are reaping the forgiveness of your sins." 
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Somehow Richard's voice was a little stern. 

"I was thinking of my devilry, Dick, — that's 
the whirlwind — here ! " His hand dropped on his 
breast. 

" That's where it ought to be. Good-night.'* 

" Good-night." 
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A LIVINO POEM. 

Part of Frank's most trying interview, next to 
the meeting with his wife, was that with Mackenzie, 
who had been his special commissioner in the move- 
ment of his masquerade. Mackenzie also had 
learned a great deal since she had brought Lali — 
home. She, like others, had come to care truly for 
the sweet barbarian, and served her with a grim 
kind of reverence. Just in proportion as this 
had increased, her respect for Frank had decreased. 
No man can keep a front of dignity in the face of 
an unbecoming action. However, Mackenzie had 
her moment, and when it was over, the new life be- 
gan at no general disadvantage to Frank. To all 
save the immediate family Frank and Lali were a 
companionable husband and wife. She rode with 
him, occasionally walked with him, now and again 
sang to him, and they appeared in the streets of 
St. Albans and at the Abbey together, and oftener 

still in the village church near, where the Armours 
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of many generations were proclaimed of much ac- 
count in the solid virtues of tomb and tablet. 

The day had gone by when Lali attracted any 
especial notice among the villagers, and she enjoyed 
the quiet beauty and earnestness of the service. But 
she received a shock one Sunday. She had been 
nervous all the week, she could not tell why, and 
others remarked how her face had taken on a new 
sensitiveness, a delicate anxiety, and that her strength 
was not what it had been. As, for instance, after 
riding she required to rest, a thing before unknown, 
and she often lay down for an hour before dinner. 
Then, too, at table once she grew suddenly pale and 
swayed against Edward Lambert, who was sitting 
next to her. She would not, however, leave the 
table, but sat the dinner out, to Frank's apprehen- 
sion. He was devoted, but it was clear to .Marion 
and her mother at least that his attentions were try- 
ing to her. They seemed to put her under an obli- 
gation which to meet was a trial. There is nothing 
more wearing to a woman than affectionate atten- 
tions from a man who has claims upon her, but 
whom she does not love. These same attentions 
from one who has no claims give her a thrill of 
pleasure. It is useless to ask for justice in such a 
matter. These things are governed by no law ; and 
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rightly 80, else the world would be in good time a 
loveless multitude, held together only by the hun- 
gering ties of parent and child. 

But this Sunday wherein Lali received a shock. 
She did not know that the banns for Marion's and 
Captain Vidall's marriage were to be announced, 
and at the time her thoughts were far away. She 
was recalled to herself by the clergyman's voice pro- 
nouncing their names, and saying, "^ any of you 
do know came or just impediment why these pwo 
people should not he joined together in the honds of 
holy matrimorty^ ye a/re to declare itP All at once 
there came back to her her own marriage, when the 
Protestant missionary, in his nasal monotone, mum- 
bled these very words, not as if he expected that 
any human being would, or could, oflEer objec- 
tion. 

She almost sprang from her seat now. Her 
nerves all at once came to such a tension that she 
could have cried out. Why had there been no one 
there at her marriage to say, " I forbid it " ? How 
shamef id it had all been ! And the first kiss her 
husband had given her had the flavour of brandy 1 
If she could but turn back the hands upon the clock 
of Time ! Under the influence of the music and the 
excited condition of her nerves, the event became 
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magnified, distorted ; it burned into her brain. It 
was not made less poignant by the sermon from the 
text, "Jf^Ti^, Mene^ Tekel^ UpharmiP When the 
words were first announced in the original, it 
sounded like her own language, save that it was 
softer, and her heart throbbed fast. Then came the 
interpretation, '^Thou art weighed in the halance 
and found wanting.^^ 

Then suddenly swept over her a new feeling, 
one she had never felt before. Up to this point a 
determination to justify her child, to reverse the 
verdict oi the world, to turn her husband's sin upon 
himself, had made her defiant, even bitter ; in all 
things eager to live up to her new life, to the stand- 
ard that Richard had by manner and suggestion, 
rather than by words, laid down for her. But now 
there came in upon her a flood of despair. At best 
she was only of this race through one-third of her 
parentage, and education and refinement and all 
things could do no more than make her possible. 
There must always be in the record, " She was of a 
strange people. She was bom in a wigwam." She 
did not know that failing health was really the cause 
of this lapse of self-confidence, this growing self- 
depreciation, this languor for which she could not 
account. She found that she could not toss the 
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child and frolic with it as she had done ; she was 
conscious that within a month there had stolen upon 
her the desire to be n[iuch alone, to avoid noises and 
bustle — it irritated her. She found herself thinking 
more and more of her father, her father to whom 
she had never written one line since she had left the 
North. She had had good reasons for not writing 
— writing could do no good whatever, particularly 
to a man who could not read, and who would not 
have understood her new life if he had read. Yet 
now she seemed not to know why she had not writ- 
ten, and to blame herself for neglect and f orgetf ul- 
ness. It weighed on her. Why had she ever been 
taken from the place of tamarack-trees and the 
sweeping prairie grass ? No, no, she was not, after 
all, fit for this life. She had been mistaken, and 
Eichard had been mistaken — Richard, who was so 
wise. The London season ? Ah ! that was because 
people had found a novelty, and herself of better 
manners than had been expected. 

The house was now full of preparations for the 
wedding. It stared her in the face every day, al- 
most every hour. Dressmakers, milliners, tailorsw 
and all those other necessary people. Did the ^ 
others think what all this meant to her ? It was 
impossible that they should. When Marion came 
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back from town at night and told of her trials 
among the dressmakers, when she asked the general 
opinion and sometimes individual judgment, she 
could not know that it was at the expense of Lali's 
nerves. 

Lali, when she married, had changed her mocca- 
sins, combed her hair, and put on a fine red belt, 
and that was all. She was not envious now, not at 
all. But somehow it all was a deadly kind of evi- 
dence against herself and her marriage. Her re- 
proach was public, the world knew it, and no woman 
can forgive a public shame, even was it brought about 
by a man she loved, or loves. Her chiefest prop- 
erty in life is her self-esteem and her name before 
the world. Rob her of these, and her heaven has 
fallen, and if a man has shifted the foundations of 
her peace, there is no forgiveness for him till her 
Paradise has been reconquered. So busy were all 
the others that they did not see how her strength 
was failing. There were three weeks between the 
day the banns were announced and the day of the 
wedding, which was to be in the village church, not 
in town ; for, as Marion said, she had seen too many 
marriages for one day's triumph and criticism ; she 
wanted hers where there would be neither triumph 
nor criticism, but among people who had known 
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her from her childhood up. A happy romance had 
raised Marion's point of view. 

Meanwhile Frank was winning the confidence of 
his own child, who, however, ranked Richard higher 
always, and became to a degree his father's tyrant. 
But Frank's nature was undergoing a change. His 
point of view also had enlarged. The suffering, 
bitterness, and humiliation of his life in the North 
had done him good. He was being disciplined to 
take his position as a husband and father, but he 
sometimes grew heavy-hearted when he saw how 
his attentions oppressed his wife, and had it not 
been for Richard he might probably have brought 
on disaster, for the position was trying to all con- 
cerned. A few days before the wedding Edward 
Lambert and his wife arrived, and he. Captain 
Vidall, and Frank Armour took rides and walks 
together, or set the world right in the billiard-room. 
Richard seldom joined them, though their efforts to 
induce him to do so were many. He had his pen- 
sioners, his books, his pipe, and " the boy," and he 
had returned in all respects, in so far as could be 
seen, to his old life, save for the new and larger in- 
terest of his nephew. 

One evening the three men with General Ar- 
mour were all gathered in the billiard-room. Con- 
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versation had been general and without particular 
force, as it always is when merely civic or political 
matters are under view. But some one gave a social 
twist to the talk, and presently they were launched 
upon that sea where every man provides his own 
chart, or he is a very worm and no man. Each 
man had been differently trained, each viewed life 
from a different standpoint, and yet each had been 
brought up in the same social atmosphere, in the 
same social sets, had imbibed the same traditions, 
been moved generally by the same public considera- 
tions. 

"But there's little to be said for a man who 
doesn't, outwardly at least, live up to the social 
necessity," said Lambert. 

"And keep the Ten Commandments in the 
vulgar tongue," rejoined Vidall. 

" I've lived seventy odd years, and I've knocked 

about a good deal in my time," said the general, 

" but I've never found that you could make a breach 

of social necessity, as you call it, veithout paying for 

it one way or another. The trouble with us when 

we're young is that we want to get more out of life 

than there really is in it. There is not much in it, 

after all. You can stand just so much fighting, just 

80 much work, just so much emotion — and you can 
14 
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stand less emotion than anything else. I'm sure 
more men and women break up from a hydrostatic 
pressure of emotion than from anything else. Upon 
my soul, that's so." 

" You are right, General," said Lambert. " The 
steady way is the best way. The world is a passable 
place if a fellow has a decent income by inheritance, 
or can earn a big one, but to be really contented to 
earn money it must be a big one, otherwise he is 
far better pleased to take the small inherited in- 
come. It has a lot of dignity, which the other can 
only bring when it is large." 

" That's only true in this country ; it's not true 
in America," said Frank, " for there the man who 
doesn't earn money is looked upon as a muff, and 
is treated as such. A small inherited income is 
thought to be a trifle enervating. But there is a 
country of emotions, if you like. The American 
heart is worn upon the American sleeve, and the 
American mind is the most active thing in this 
world. That's why they grow old so young." 

" I met a woman a year or so ago at dinner," 
said Yidall, " who looked forty. She looked it, 
and she acted it. She was younger than any woman 
present, but she seemed older. There was a kind 
of hopeless languour about her which struck me as 
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pathetic. Yet she had been beautiful, and might 
even have been so when I saw her, if it hadn't been 
for that look. It was the look of a person who had 
no interest in things. And the person who has no 
interest in things is the person who once had a great 
deal of interest in things, who had too passionate an 
interest. The revulsion is always terrible. Too 
much romance is deadly. It is as false a stimulant 
as opium or alcohol, and leaves a corresponding 
mark. Well, I heard her history. She was mar- 
ried at fifteen — ran away to be married; and in 
spite of the fact that a railway accident nearly took 
her husband from her on the night of her marriage 
— one would have thought that would make a strong 
bond — she was soon alive to the attentions that are 
given a pretty and — considerate woman. At a ball 
at Naples, her husband, having in vain tried to in- 
duce her to go home, picked her up under his arm 
and carried her out of the ballroom. Then came a 
couple of years of opium-eating, fierce social excite- 
ment, divorce, new marriage, and so on, until her 
husband agreeably decided to live in Nice, while 
she lived somewhere else. Four days after I had 
met her at the dinner I saw her again. I could 
scarcely believe my eyes. The woman had changed 
completely. She was young again — twenty-five, in 
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face and carriage, in the eye and hand, in step and 
voice." 

"Who was the man?" suggested Frank Ar- 
mour. 

" A man about her own age, or a little more, 
but who was an infant beside her in knowledge of 
the world." 

" She was in love with the fellow ? It was a 
grcmdepdadonf^^ asked Lambert 

" In love with him ? No, not at all. It was a 
momentary revival of an old — possibility." 

"You mean that such women never really 
love?" 

" Perhaps once, Frank, but only after a fashion. 
The rest was mere imitation of their first im- 
pulses." 

" And this woman ? " 

" Well, the end came sooner than I expected. I 
tell you I was shocked at the look in her face when 
I saw it again. That light had flickered out ; the 
sensitive alertness of hand, eye, voice, and carriage 
had died away ; lines had settled in the face, and 
the face itself had gone cold, with that hard, cold 
passiveness which comes from exhausted emotions 
and a closed heart. The jewels she wore might 
have been put upon a statue with equal effect." 
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" It seems to me that we might pitch into men 
in these things and not make women the dreadful 
examples," said a voice from the corner. It was 
the voice of Eichard, who had but just entered. 

"My dear Dick," said his father, "men don't 
make such frightful examples, because these things 
mean less to men than they do to women. Komance 
is an incident to a man ; he can even come through 
an affaire with no ideals gone, with his mental fine- 
ness unimpaired ; but it is different with a woman. 
She has more emotion than mind, else there were 
no cradles in the land. Her standards are set by 
the rules of the heart, and when she has broken 
these rules she has lost her standard too. But to 
come back, it is true, I think, as I said, that man or 
woman must not expect too much out of life, but be 
satisfied with what they can get within the normal 
courses of society and convention and home, and 
the end thereof is peace, — ^yes, upon my soul, it's 
peace." 

There was something very fine vn the blunt, hon- 
est words of the old man, whose name had ever been 
sweet with honour. 

" And the chief thing is that a man live up to 
his own standard," said Lambert. " Isn't that so, 
Dick ? — you're the wise man." 
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" Every man should have laws of his own, I 
should think ; commandments of his own, for 
every man has a different set of circumstances 
wherein to work — or worry." 

" The wisest man I ever knew," said Frank, 
dropping his cigar, " was a little French Canadian 
trapper up in the Saskatchewan country. A priest 
asked him one day what was the best thing in life, 
and he answered, * For a young man's mind to be 
old, and an old man's heart to be young.' The 
priest asked him how that could be. And he said, 
' Good food, a good woman to teach him when he 
is young, and a child to teach him when he is old.' 
Then the priest said, ' What about the Church and 
the love of God ? ' The little man thought a little, 
and then said, * Well, it is the same — the love of 
man and woman came first in the world, then the 
child, then God in the garden.' Afterwards he 
made a little speech of good-bye to us, for we were 
going to the south while he remained in a fork of 
the Far Off Kiver. It was like some ancient bless- 
ing: that we should always have a safe tent and 
no sorrow as we travelled ; that we should always 
have a cacJie for our food, and food for our cacJie / 
that we should never find a tree that would not give 
sap, nor a field that would not grow grain ; that our 
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bees should not freeze in winter, and that the honey 
should be thick, and the comb break like snow in 
the teeth ; that we keep hearts like the morning, 
and that we come slow to the Four Comers where 
man says Good-night." 

Each of the other men present wondered at that 
instant if Frank Armour would, or could, have said 
this with the same feelings two months before. He 
seemed almost transformed. 

" It reminds me," said the general, *' of an in- 
scription from an Egyptian monument which an 
officer of the First put into EngKsh verse for me 
years ago — 

** Fair be the garden where their loves shall dwell, 
Safe be the highway where their feet may go, 
Rich be the fields wherein their hands may toil, 
The fountains many where their good wines flow. 
Full be their harvest-bins with com and oil, 
To sorrow may their humour be a foil ; 
Quick be their hearts all wise delights to know. 
Tardy their footsteps to the gate FareweU." 

There was a moment's silence after he had fin- 
ished, and then there was noise without, a sound 
of pattering feet ; the door flew open, and in ran a 
little figure in white — ^young Eichard in his bed- 
gown, who had broken' away from his nurse, and 
had made his way to the billiard-room, where he 
knew his uncle had gone. 
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The child's face was flashing with mischief and 
adventure. He ran in among the group, and 
stretched out his hands with a little fighting air. 
His uncle Eichard made a step toward him, but 
he ran back; his father made as if to take him 
in his arms, but he evaded him. Presently the 
door opened, the nurse entered, the child sprang 
from among the group, and ran with a laughing 
defiance to the farthest end of the room, and, lean- 
ing his chin on the billiard-table, fiashed a look of 
defiant humour at his pursuer. Presently the door 
opened again, and the figure of the mother ap- 
peared. All at once the child's face altered; he 
stood perfectly still, and waited for his mother to 
come to him. Lali had not spoken, and she did not 
speak until, lifting the child, she came the length of 
the bilKard-table and faced them. 

" I beg your pardon," she said, " for intruding ; 
but Bichard has led us a dance, and I suppose the 
mother may go where her child goes." 

" The mother and the child are always welcome 
wherever they go," said Greneral Armour quietly. 

All the men had risen to their feet, and they 
made a kind of semicircle before her. The white- 
robed child had clasped its arms about her neck, 
and nestled its face against hers, as if, with perfect 
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satisfaction, it had got to the end of its adventure ; 
but the look of humour was still in the eyes as they 
ran from Eichard to his father and back again. 

Frank Armour stepped forward and took the 
child's hand, as it rested on the mother's shoulder. 
Lali's face underwent a slight change as her hus- 
band's fingers touched her neck. 

"I must go," she said. "I hope I have not 
broken up a serious conversation — or were you not 
so serious, after all?" she said, glancing archly at 
Greneral Armour. 

" We were talking of women," said Lambert. 

" The subject is wide," replied Lali, " and the 
speakers many. One would think some wisdom 
might be got in such a case." 

" Believe me, we were not trying to understand 
the subject," said Captain Yidall; "the most that 
a mere man can do is to appreciate it." 

"There are some things that are hidden from 
the struggling mind of man, and are revealed unto 
babes and the mothers of babes," said Greneral 
Armour: gravely, as, reaching out his hands, he 
took the child from the mother's arms, kissed it 
full upon the lips, and added, " Men do not under- 
stand women, because men's minds have not been 
trained in the same school. When once a man has 
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mastered the very alphabet of motherhood, then he 
shall have mastered the mind of woman ; but I, at 
least, refuse to say that I do not understand, from 
the standpoint of modern cynicism." 

"Ah, General, Grenerall" said Lambert, "we 
have lost the chivalric way of saying things, which 
belongs to your generation." 

By this time the wife had reached the door; 
she turned and held out her arms for the child. 
General Armour came and placed the boy where 
he had found it, and, with eyes suddenly filling, 
laid both his hands upon Lali's, and they clasped 
the child, and said, " It is worth while to have lived 
so long and to have seen so much." Her eyes met 
his in a wistful, anxious expression, shifted to those 
of her husband, dropped to the cheeks of the child, 
and with the whispered word, which no one, not 
even the general heard, she passed from the room, 
the nurse following her. 

Perhaps some of the most striking contrasts are 
achieved in the least melodramatic way. The sud- 
den incursion of the child and its mother into the 
group, the effect of their presence, and their soft 
departure, leaving behind them, as it were, a trail 
of light, changed the whole atmosphere of the 
room, as though some new life had been breathed 
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into it, charged each mind with new sensations, and 
gave each figure new attitude. Not a man present 
but had had his full swing with the world, none 
worse than most men, none better than most, save 
that each had latent in him a good sense of honour 
concerning all civic and domestic virtues. They 
were not men of sentimentality ; they were not ac. 
customed to exposing their hearts upon their sleeve, 
but each, as the door closed, recognised that some- 
thing for one instant had come in among them, had 
made their past conversation to appear meagre, 
crude, and lacking in both height and depth. 
Somehow, they seemed to feel, although no words 
expressed the thought, that for an instant they were 
in the presence of a wisdom greater than any wis- 
dom of a man's smoking-room. 

" It is wonderful, wonderful," said the general 
slowly, and no man asked him why he said it, or 
what was wonderful. But Eichard, sitting apart, 
watched Frank's face acutely, himself wondering 
when the hour would come that the wife would for- 
give her husband, and this situation, so fraught with 
danger, would be relieved. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

ON THE EDGE OF A FUTTJRB. 

At last the day of the wedding came, a beautiful 
September day, which may be more beautiful in un- 
certain England than anywhere else. Lali had been 
strangely quiet all the day before, and she had also 
seemed strangely delicate. Perhaps, or perhaps not, 
she felt the crisis was approaching. It is probable 
that when the mind has been strained for a long 
time, and the heart and body suffered much, one 
sees a calamity vaguely, and cannot define it ; ap- 
preciates it, and does not know it. She came to 
Marion's room about a half-hour before they were 
to start for the church. Marion was already dressed 
and ready, save for the few final touches, which, 
though they have been given a dozen times, must 
still again be given just before the bride starts for 
the church. Such is the anxious mind of women on 
these occasions. The two stood and looked at each 
other a moment, each wondering what were the 

thoughts of the other. Lali was struck by that high, 
214 
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proud look over which lay a glamour of infinite 
satisfaction, of sweetness, which comes to every good 
woman's face when she goes to the altar in a mar- 
riage which is not contingent on the rise or fall in 
stocks, or a satisfactory settlement. Marion, look- 
ing, saw, as if it had been revealed to her all at 
once, the intense and miraculous change which had 
come over the young wife, even within the past two 
months. Indeed, she had changed as much within 
that time as within all the previous four years — that 
is, she had been brought to a certain point in her 
education and experience, where without a newer 
and deeper influence she could go no further. That 
newer and deeper influence had come, and the result 
thereof was a woman standing upon the verge of 
the real tragedy to her life, which was not in having 
married the man, but in facing that marriage with 
her new intelligence and a transformed soul. Men 
can face that sort of thing with a kind of philoso- 
phy, not because men are better or wiser, but be- 
cause it really means less to them. They have re- 
sources of life, they can bury themselves in their 
ambitions good or bad, but a woman can only bury 
herself in her affections, unless her heart has been 
closed ; and in that case she herself has lost much of 
what made her adorable. And while she may go 
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on with the closed heart and become a saint, even 
eaintship is hardly sufficient to compensate any 
man or woman for a half-lived life. The only 
thing worth doing in this world is to live life 
according to one's convictions — and one's heart. 
He or she who sells that fine independence for 
a mess of pottage, no matter if the mess be 
spiced, sells, as the Master said, the immortal part 
of him. 

And so Lali, just here on the edge of Marion's 
future, looking into that mirror, was catching the 
reflection of her own life. When two women come 
so near that, like the lovers in the Tempest^ they 
have changed eyes, in so far as to read each other's 
hearts, — even indifferently, which is much where 
two women are concerned, — there is only one re- 
source, and that is to fall into each other's arms, and 
to weep if it be convenient, or to hold their tears 
for a more fitting occasion ; and most people will 
admit that tears need not add to a bride's beauty. 
Marion might, therefore, be pardoned if she had her 
tears in her throat and not in her eyes, and Lali, if 
they arose for a moment no higher than her heart. 
But they did fall into each other's arms despite veils 
and orange blossoms, and somehow Marion had the 
feeling for Lali that she had on that first day at 
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Greyhope, four years ago, when, standing on the 
bridge, the girl looked down into the water, tears 
dropping on her hands, and Marion said to her, 
" Poor girl I poor girl I " The situations were the 
same, because Lali had come to a new phase of her 
life, and what that phase would be who could tell — 
happiness or despair ? 

The usual person might think that Lali was 
placing herself and her wifely affection at a rather 
high price, but then it is about the only thing that 
a woman can place high, even though she be one- 
third a white woman and two-thirds an Indian. 
Here was a beautiful woman, who Jjifl run the 
gamut of a London season, who had played a pretty 
social part, admirably trained therefor by one of 
the best and most cultured families of England. 
Besides, why should any woman sell her affections 
even to her husband, bargain away her love, the one 
thing that sanctifies " what God hath joined let no 
man put asunder"? Lali was primitive, she was 
unlike so many in a trivial world, but she was right. 
She might suffer, she might die, but, after all, there 
are many things worse than that. Man is born in a 
day, and he dies in a day, and the thing is easily 
over ; but to have a sick heart for three-fourths of 
one's lifetime is simply to have death renewed every 
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morning, and life at that price is not worth living. 
In this sensitive age we are desperately anxious to 
save life, as if it was the really great thing in the 
world ; but in the good, strong times of the earth — 
and in these times, indeed, when necessity knows 
its hour — men held their lives as lightly as a bird 
' upon the housetop which any chance stone might 
drop. 

It is possible that at this moment the two women 
understood each other better than they had ever 
done, and respected each other more. Lali, recov- 
ering herself, spoke a few soft words of congratula- 
tion, and then appeared to busy herself in put- 
ting little touches to Marion's dress, that soft per- 
suasion of fingers which does so much to coax 
mere cloth into a sort of living harmony with the 
body. 

They had no more words of confidence, but in 
the porch of the church, Marion, as she passed Lali, 
caught th,e slender fingers in her own and pressed 
them tenderly. Marion was giving comfort, and 
yet if she had been asked why she could not have 
told. She did not try to define it further than to 
say to herself that she herself was having almost 
too much happiness. The village was en fete^ and 
peasants lined the street leading to the church, 
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ready .with their hearty God-bless-you's. Lali sat 
between her husband and Mrs. Armour, apparently 
impassive until there came the question, " Who 
gvoeth this womcm to he ma/rried to this mem ? " and 
General Armour's voice came clear and strong, " I 
do." Then a soft little cry broke from her, and 
she shivered slightly. Mrs. Armour did not no- 
tice, but Frank and Mrs. Lambert heard and saw, 
and both were afterwards watchful and solicitous. 
Frank caught Mrs. Lambert's eye, and it said, to 
a little motion of the head, "Do not appear to 
notice." 

Lali was as if in a dream. She never took her 
eyes from the group at the altar until the end, and 
the two, now man and wife, turned to go into the 
vestry. Then she appeared to sink away into her- 
self for a moment, before she fell into conversa- 
tion with the others, as they moved towards the 
vestry. 

" It was beautiful, wasn't it ? " ventured Edward 
Lambert. 

" The most beautiful wedding I ever saw," she 

answered, with a little shadow of meaning; and 

Lambert guessed that it was the only one she had 

seen since she came to England. 

" How well Vidall looked," said Frank, " and as 
15 
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proud as a sultan. Did you hear what he said, as 
Marion came up the aisle ? " 

" No," responded Lambert. 

" He said, ' By Jove, isn't she fine ! ' He didn't 
seem conscious that other people were present." 

" "Well, if a man hasn't some inspirations on his 
wedding-day when is he to have them ? " said Mrs. 
Lambert. " For my part, I think that the woman 
always does that sort of thing better than a man. 
It is her really great occasion, and she masters it — 
the comedy is all hers." 

They were just then entering the vestry. 

" Or the tragedy, as the case may be," said Lali 
quietly, smiling at Marion. She had, as it were, re- 
covered herself, and her words had come with that 
airy, impersonal tone which permits nothing of 
what is said in it to be taken seriously. Something 
said by the others had recalled her to herself, and 
she was now returned very suddenly to the old posi- 
tion of alertness and social jmeaae. Something icy 
seemed to pass over her, and she immediately lost 
all self -consciousness, and began to speak to her hus- 
band with less reserve than she had shown since he 
had come. But he was not deceived. He saw that 
at that very instant she was further away from him 
tlian she had ever been. He sighed, in spite of 
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himself, as Lali, with well-turned words, said some 
loving greetings to Marion, and then talked a mo- 
ment with Captain Vidall. 

""Who can understand a woman ? " said Lambert 
to his wife meaningly. 

" Whoever will," she answered. 

" How do you mean ? " 

"Whoever will wait like the saint upon the 
pillar, will suffer like the traveller in the desert ; 
serve like a slave, and demand like a king ; have 
patience greater than Job ; love ceaseless as a foun- 
tain in the hills ; who sees in the darkness and is 
not afraid of light ; who distrusts not, neither be- 
lieves, but stands ready to be taught ; who is pre- 
pared for a kiss this hour and a reproach the next ; 
who turneth neither to right nor left at her words, 
but hath an unswerving eye — these shall understand 
a woman." 

"I never knew you so philosophical. Where 
did you get this deliverance on the subject ? " 

" May not even a woman have a moment of in- 
spiration ? " 

" I should expect that of my wife." 

" And I should expect that of my husband. 
It is trite to say that men are vain ; I shall re- 
mark that they sit so much in their own light 
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that they are snrprified if another being crosses their 
disc." 

'^ You always were clever, my dear, and you al- 
ways were twice too good for me." 

" Well, every woman — worth the knowing — ^is a 
missionary." 

*' Where does Lali come in ? " 

^^ Can you ask ? To justify the claims of wom- 
anhofxl in spite of race — and all." 

'^ To bring one man to a sense of the duty of sex 
to eex, eh ? " 

" Truly. And is she not doing it well ? See 
her now." 

They were now just leaving the church, and 
Lali had taken General Armour's arm, while Rich- 
ard led his mother to the carriage. 

I^li was moving with a little touch of grandeur 
in her manner and a more than ordinary delibera- 
tion. She had had a moment of great weakness, 
and tlien there had come the reaction — carried al- 
most too far by the force of the will. She was in- 
dt?ed straining herself too far. Four years of ten- 
fiiou were culminating. 

** See her now, Edward," repeated Mrs. Lambert. 

'* Yes, but if I'm not mistaken, my dear, she 
is doing so well that she's going to pieces. She's 
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overstrung to-day. If it were you, you'd be in 
hysterics." 

^" I believe you are right," was the grave reply. 
" There will be an end to this comedy one way or 
another very soon." 

A moment afterwards they were in a carriage 
rolling away to Greyhope. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE END OF THE TRAIL. 

When Marion was about starting away with her 
husband for the railway station, she came to Lali, 
who was standing half hidden by the curtains of a 
window, looking out at little Kichard, who was pa- 
rading his pony up and down before the house. An 
unutterable sweetness looked out of Marion's eyes. 
She had found, as it seemed to her, and as so many 
have believed until their lives' end, the secret of life. 
Lali saw the glistening joy, and responded to it, just 
as it was in her being to respond to every change of 
nature — that sensitiveness was in her as deep as life 
itself. 

"You are very happy, dear?" she said to 
Marion. 

"You cannot think how happy, Lali. And I 

want to say that I know, I feel sure, that you will 

be as happy, even happier than I. Oh, it will come 

— ^it will come. And you have the boy now — so 

fine, so good." 
224 
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Lali looked out to where little Eichard disported 
himself ; her eyes shone, and she turned with a re- 
sponsive but still sad smile to Marion. " Marion 
dear," she said gently, " the other should have come 
before he came." 

" Frank loves you, dear." 

"Who knows? And then, oh, I cannot tell! 
How can one force one's heart ? No, no I One 
has to wait, and wait, even if the heart grows hard- 
er, and one gets hopeless." 

Marion kissed her on the cheek and smiled. 
" Some day soon the heart will open up, and then 
such a flood will pour out. See, dear. I am going 
now, and our lives won't run together so much 
again ever, perhaps. But I want to tell you how 
that your coming to us has done me a world of good 
— ^helped me to be a wiser girl, and I ought to be a 
better woman for it. Good-bye." 

They were calling to her, and with a hurried 
embrace they parted, and in a few moments the 
bride and bridegroom were on their way to the new 
life. As the carriage disappeared in a turn of the 
limes, Lali vanished also to her room. She was not 
seen at dinner. Mackenzie came to say that she 
was not very well, and that she would keep to her 
room. Frank sent several times during the evening 
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to inquire after her, and was told that she was rest- 
ing comfortably. He did not try to see her, and in 
this was wise. He had now fallen into a habit of 
delicate consideration, which brought its own re- 
ward. He had given up hope of winning her heart 
or confidence by storm, and had followed his finer 
and better instincts — had come to the point where 
he made no claims, and even in his own mind stood 
upon no rights. His mother brought him word 
from Lali, before he retired, to say that she was 
sorry she could not see him, but giving him a mes- 
sage and a commission into town the following morn- 
ing for their son. Her tact had grown as her strength 
had declined. There is something in failing health 
— ill-health without disease — which sharpens and 
refines the faculties, and makes the temper exqui- 
sitely sensitive — that is, with people of a certain good 
sort. The aplomh and spirited manner in which 
Lali had borne herself at the wedding, and after, 
was the last flicker of her old strength, and of the 
second phase in her married life. The end of the 
first phase came with the ride at the quick-set hedge, 
this with a less intent but as active a temper. 

The next morning she did not appear at break- 
fast, but sent a message to Frank to say that she 
was better, and adding another commission for 
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town. All day, save for an hour on the balcony, 
she kept to her room, and lay dgwn for the greater 
part of the afternoon. In the evening, when 
Frank returned, his mother sent for him, and frank- 
ly told him that she thought it would be better, for 
him to go away for a few weeks or so ; that LaU 
was in a languid, nervotls state, and she- thought 
that by the time he got back— if he would go — ^she 
would be better, and that bettej : thinjgs would come 
for him. 

Frank was no longer the vain, selfish man who 
had married Lali-— something of the best in him 
was at work. He understood, and suggested a 
couple of weeks with Richard at their little place in 
Scotland. Frank saw his wife for a little while 
that evening. She had been lying down, but she 
disposed herself in a deep chair before he entered. 
He was a little shocked to see, as it were all at once, 
how delicate she looked. He came and sat down 
near her, and after a few moments of friendly talk, 
in which he spoke solicitously of her health, he told 
her that he thought of going up to Scotland with 
Richard for a few weeks, if she saw no objection. 

She did not quite understand why he was going. 
She thought that perhaps he felt the strain of the 
situation, and that a little absence would be good 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



228 THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

for both. This pleased her. She did not shrink, 
as she had so often* done since his return, when he 
laid his hand on hers for an instant, as he asked her 
if she were willing that he should go. Sometimes 
in the past few weeks she had almost hated him. 
Now she was a little sorry for him, but she said 
that of course he must go ; that no doubt it was 
good that he should go, and so on, in gentle, allu- 
sive phrases. The next evening she came down to 
dinner, and was more like herself as she was before 
Frank came back, but she ate little, and before the 
men came into the drawing-room she had excused 
herself, and retired ; at which Mrs. Lambert shook 
her head apprehensively at herself, and made up 
her mind to stay at Greyhope longer than she in- 
tended. 

"Which was good for all concerned; for, two 
nights after Frank and Eichard had gone, Macken- 
zie hurried down to the drawing-room with the 
news that Lali had been found in a faint on her 
chamber floor. That was the beginning of weeks 
of anxiety, in which Mrs. Lambert was to Mrs. Ar- 
mour what Marion would have been, and more; 
and both to Lali all that mother and sister could be. 

Their patient was unlike any other that they 
had known. Feverish, she had no fever; with a 
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gentle, hacking cough, she had no lung trouble; 
nervous, she still was oblivious to very much that 
went on around her ; hungering often for her child, 
she would not let him remain long with her when 
he came. Her sleep was broken, and she some- 
times talked to herself, whether consciously or un- 
consciously they did not know. The doctor had no 
remedies but tonics — ^he did not understand the 
case; but he gently ventured the opinion that it 
was mostly a matter of race, that she was pining be- 
cause civilisation had been infused into her veins— 
the old insufficient theory. 

"Stuff and nonsense!" said General Armour, 
when his wife told him. "The girl bloomed till 
Frank came back. God bless my soul ! she's falling 
in love, and doesn't know what it is." 

He was only partly right, perhaps, but he was 
nearer the truth than the dealer in quinine and a 
cheap philosophy of life. " She'll come around all 
right, you'll see. Decline? — decline be hanged? 
The girl shall live, — damn it 1 she shall 1 " he blurted 
out, as his wife's eyes filled with tears. 

Mrs. Lambert was much of the same mind as the 
general, but went further. She said to Mrs. Ar- 
mour that in all her life she had never seen so 
sweet a character, so sensitive a mind — a mind 
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whose sorrow was imagination. And therein the 
little lady showed herself a person of wisdom. For 
none of them had yet reckoned with that one great 
element in Lali's character — that thing which is the 
birthright of all who own the North for a mother, 
the awe of imagination, the awe and the pain, which 
in its finest expression comes near, very near, to the 
supernatural. Lali's mind was all pictures; she 
never thought of things in words, she saw them ; 
and everything in her life arrayed itself in a scene 
before her, made vivid by her sensitive soul, so 
much more sensitive now with health failing, the 
spirit wearing out the body. There was her mal- 
ady — the sick heart and mind, 

A new sickness wore upon her. It had not 
touched her from the day she left the North until 
she sang " The Chase of the Yellow Swan " that 
first evening after Frank's return. Ever since then 
her father was much in her mind — the memory of 
her childhood, and its sweet, inspiring friendship 
with Nature. All the roughness and coarseness of 
the life was refined in her memory by the exquisite 
atmosphere of the North, the good sweet earth, the 
strong bracing vdnd, the camaraderie of trees and 
streams and grass and animals. And in it all stood 
her father, whom she had left alone, in that inter- 
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minable interval between the old life and the new. 
Had she done right ? She had cut him ofi, as if he 
had never been — her people, her country also ; and 
for what? For this — for this sinking sense, this 
failing body, this wear and tear of mind and heart, 
this constant study to be possible where she had 
once been declared by the world to be impossible. 

One night she lay sleeping after a rather fever- 
ish day, when it was thought best to keep the child 
from her. Suddenly she waked, and sat up. Look- 
ing straight before her, she said — 

''I win arise, cmd will go to my Father, amd 
vnll say v/nto Him, Father, I ha/ve sinned against 
heaven ami before Thee, and a/m no m^re worthy 
to he called Thy son.^^ 

She said nothing more than this, and presently 
lay back, with eyes wide open, gazing before her. 
Like this she lay all night long, a strange, aching 
look in her face. There had come upon her the 
sudden impulse to leave it all, and go back to her 
father. But the child — ^that gave her pause. To- 
wards morning she fell asleep, and slept far on into 
the day, a thing that had not occurred for a long 
time. 

At noon a letter arrived for her. It came into 
General Armour's hands, and he, seeing that it 
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bore the stamp of the Hudson's Bay Company, with 
the legend, From Fort St Charles^ concluded that 
it was news of Lali's father. Then came the ques- 
tion whether the letter should be given to her. 
The general was for doing so, and he prevailed. If 
it were bad news, he said, it might raise her out of 
her present apathy and by changing the play of her 
emotions do her good in the end. 

The letter was given to her in the afternoon. 
She took it apathetically, but presently, seeing 
where it was from, she opened it hurriedly with a 
little cry which was very like a moan too. There 
were two letters inside — one from the factor at 
Fort Charles in English, and one from her father in 
the Indian language. She read her father's letter 
first, the other fluttered to her feet from her lap. 
General Armour, looking down, saw a sentence in 
it which, he felt, warranted him in picking it up, 
reading it, and retaining it, his face settling into 
painful lines as he did so. Days afterwards, Lali 
read her father's letter to Mrs. Armour. It ran : — 

My daughter, 
Lali, the sweet noise of the Spring : 
Thy father speaks. 
I have seen more than half a hundred moons 
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come like the sickle and go like the eye of a run- 
ning buck, swelling with fire, but I hear not thy 
voice at my tent door since the first one came and 
went. 

Thou art gone. 

Thy face was like the sun on running water ; 
thy hand hung on thy wrist like the ear of a young 
deer ; thy foot was as soft on the grass as the rain 
on a child's cheek; thy words w^ere like snoW in 
summer, which melt in richness on the hot earth. 
Thy bow and arrow hang lonely upon the wall, and 
thy empty cup is beside the pot. 

Thou art gone. 

Thou hast become great with a great race, and 
that is well. Our race is not great, and shall not 
be, until the hour when the Mighty Men of the 
Kimash Hills arise from their sleep and possess the 
land again. 

Thou art gone. 

But thou hast seen many worlds, and thou hast 
learned great things, and thou and I shall meet no 
more ; for how shall the wise kneel at the feet of 
the foolish, as thou didst kneel once at thy father's 
feet? 

Thou art gone. 

High on the Clip Claw Hills the trees are green, 
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in the Plain of the Eolling Stars the wings of the 
wild fowl are many, and fine is the mist upon Gold- 
fly Lake; and the heart of Eye-of-the-Moon is 
strong. 

Thm a/rt Jiere. 

The trail is open to the White Valley, and the 
Scarlet Hunter hath saved me, when my feet 
strayed in the plains and my eyes were blinded. 

Thou art here. 

I have friends on the Far Off Eiver who show 
me the yards where the musk-ox gather ; I have 
found the gardens of the young sable, and my tents 
are full of all manner of store. 

Thou art here. 

In the morning my spirit is light, and I have 
harvest where I would gather, and the stubble is 
for my foes. In the evening my limbs are heavy, 
and I am at rest in my blanket. The hunt is mine 
and sleep is mine, and my soul is cheerful when I 
remember thee. 

Thou art here. 

I have built for thee a place where thy spirit 
conies. I hear thee when thou callest to me, and I 
go and kneel outside the door, for thou art wise, 
and thou speakest to me ; but thee as thou art in a 
far land I shall see no more. This is my word to 
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thee, that thou mayst know that I am not alone. 
Thou shalt not come again, as thou once went ; it is 
not meet. But by these other ways I will speak to 
thee. 

Thou art here. 

Farewell. I have spoken. 

Lali finished reading, and then slowly folded up 
the letter. The writing was that of the wife of the 
factor at Fort Charles — ^she knew it. She sat for a 
minute looking straight before her. She read her 
father's allegory. Barbarian in so much as her 
father was, he had beaten this thing out with the 
hammer of wisdom. He missed her, but she must 
not come back ; she had outgrown the old life — ^he 
knew it; and she was with him in spirit, in his 
memory; she understood his picturesque phrases, 
borrowed from the large, affluent world about him. 
Something of the righteousness and magnanimity 
of this letter passed into her, giving her for an in- 
stant a sort of peace. She had needed it — needed 
it to justify herself, and she had been justified. To 
return was impossible — she had known that all 
along, though she had not admitted it ; the struggle 
had been but a kind of remorse, after all. That her 

father should come to her was also impossible — ^it 
16 
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was neither for her happiness nor his. She had 
been two different persons in her life, and the first 
was only a memory to the second. The father had 
solved the problem for her. He too was now a 
memory that she could think on with pleasure, as 
associated with the girl she once was. He had been 
well provided for by her husband, and 

General Armour put his hand on hers gently 
and said — 

" Lali, without your permission 1 have read this 
other letter." 

She did not appear curious. She was thinking 
still of her father's letter to her. She nodded ab- 
stractedly. 

" Lali," he continued, " this says that your father 
wished that letter to be written to you just as he 
spoke it at the Fort on the day of the Feast of the 
Yellow Swan. He stood up — ^the factor writes so 
here — and said that he had been thinking much for 
years, and that the time had come when he must 
speak to his daughter over the seas " 

General Armour paused. Lali inclined her 
head, smiled wistfully, and held up the letter for 
him to see. The general continued — 

" So he spoke as has been written to you, and 
then they had the Feast of the Yellow Swan, and 
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that night- " He paused again, but presently, 

his voice a little husky, he went on : " That night 
he set out on a long journey," — ^he lifted the letter 
and looked at it, then met the serious eyes of his 
daughter-in-law, — " on a long journey to the Hills 
of the Mighty Men ; and, my dear, he never came 
back ; for, as he said, there was peace in the White 
Valley, and he would rest till the world should come 
to its Spring again, and the noise of its coming should 
be in his ears. Those, Lali, are his very words." 

His hand closed on hers, he reached out and* 
took the other hand, 'from which the paper fluttered, 
and clasped both tight in his own firm grasp. 

" My daughter," he said, " you Tiave another 
father." 

With a low cry, like that of a fawn struck in 
the throat, she slid forward on her knees beside 
him, and buried her face on his arm. She under- 
stood. Her father was dead. Mrs. Armour came 
forward, and, kneeling also, drew the dark head to 
her bosom. Then that flood came which sweeps 
away the rust that gathers in the eyes and breaks 
through the closed dikes of the heart. 

Hours after, when she had fallen into a deep 
sleep, General Armour and his wife met outside her 
bedroom door. 
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"I shall not leave her," Mrs. Armour said. 
" Send for Frank. His time has almost come." 

But it would not have come so soon had not 
something else occurred. The day that he came 
back from Scotland he entered his wife's room, 
prepared for a change in her, yet he did not find so 
much to make him happy as he had hoped. She 
received him with a gentleness which touched him, 
she let her hand rest in his, she seemed glad to have 
him with her. All bars had been cast down be- 
tween them, but he knew that she had not given 
him all, and she knew it also. But she hoped he 
did not know, and she dreaded the hour when he 
would speak otit of his now full heart. He did not 
yet urge his affection on her, he was simply de- 
voted, and watchful, and tender, and delightedly 
hopeful. 

But one night she came tapping at his door^* 
When he opened it, she said, "Oh come, come! 
Our Eichard is ill 1 I have sent for the doctor." 

Henceforth she was her old self again, with a 
transformed spirit, her motherhood spending itself 
in a thousand ways. She who was weak bodily be- 
came now much stronger ; the light of new vigour 
came to her eyes ; she and her husband, in the com- 
mon peril, worked together, thinking little of them- 
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selves, and all of the child. The last stage of the 
journey to happiness was being passed, and if it was 
not obvious to themselves, the others, Marion and 
Captain Vidall included, saw it. 

One anxious day, after the family doctor had 
left the sick child's room, Marion, turning to the 
father and mother, said, "Greyhope will be itself 
again. 1 will go and tell Eichard that the danger 
is over." 

As she turned to do so, Eichard entered the 
room. " I have seen the doctor," he began, " and 
the little chap is going to pull along like a house 
afire." 

Tapping Frank affectionately on the arm, he 
was about to continue, but he saw what stopped 
him. He saw the last move in Frank Armour's 
tragic-comedy. He and Marion left the room as 
quickly as was possible to him, for, as he said him- 
self, he was " slow at a quick march " ; and a mo- 
ment afterwards the wife heard without demur her 
husband's tale of love for her. 

Yet, as if to remind him of the wrong he had 
done, Heaven never granted Frank Armour another 
child. 

THE END. 
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''A BOOK THAT WILL LIVE:' 

AVID HARUM. A Story of American Life. By 
Edward Noyes Westcott. i2mo. Cloth, $1.50. 

*' Mr. Westcott has done for central New York what Mr. Cable, Mr. Page, and 
Mr. Harris have done for di£ferent parts of the South, and what Miss Jewett and Miss 
Wilkins are doing for New England^ and Mr. Hamlin Garland for the West . . . 
' David Harum ' is a masterly delineation of an American type. . . . I|ere is life with 
all its joys and sorrows. . . . David Harum lives in these pages as he will live in the 
mind of the reader. . . . He deserves to be known by all good Americans ; he is one 
of them in boundless energy, in large-heartedness, in shrewdness, and in humor." — 
The Critic, 

** llioroughly a pure, ori^nal, and firesh American type. David Harum is a 
character whose qualities of mmd and heart, eccentricities, and dry humor will win for 
his creator notable distinction. Buoyancy, life, and cheerfulness are dominant notes. 
In its vividness and force the story is a strong, fresh picture of American life. ^ Original 
and true, it is worth the same distinction which is accorded the g^tnrg pictures of 
peculiar types and places sketched by Mr. George W. Cable, Mr. Joel Chandler 
Harris, Mr. Thomas Nelson Page, Miss Wilkins, Miss Jewett, Mr. Garland, Miss 
French, Miss Murfree, Mr. Gilbert Parker, Mr. Owen Wister, and Bret Harte. . . . 
A pretty love story also adds to the attractiveness of the book, that will be appreciated 
at once by every one who enjoys real humor, strong character, true pictures ot life, and 
work that is * racy of the soif.'^* — Boston Htrald, 

** Mr. Westcott has created a new and interesting type. . . . The character sketch- 
ing and building, so ^ as David Harum is concerned, is well-nigh perfect. The book 
is wonderfully bright, readable, and graphic.^' — New York Times. 

** The main character ought to become familiar to thousands of readers, and will 
probably take his place in time beside Joel Chandler Harris's and Thomas Nelson 
Page's and Miss Wilkins's creations." — Chicago Tintts-HeralcL 

" We give BMward Noyes Westcott his true place in American letters— placing 
him as a humorist next to Mark Twain, as a master of dialect above Lowell, as a 
descriptive writer equal to Bret Harte, and, on the whole, as a novelist on a par with 
the b4»t of those who live and have their being in the heart of hearts of American 
readers. If the author is dead— lamentable feict— his book will live." — Philadelphia 
Item, 

*■*" True, strong, and thoroughly alive, with a humor like that of Abraham Lincoln 
and a nature as sweet at the core. The spirit of the book is genial and wholesome, and 
the love story is in keeping with it. . . . The book adds one more to the interesting 
list of native fiction destined to live, portraying certain localities and types of American 
life and xaasmxx^^^ — Boston Literary World, 

** A notable contribution to those sectional studies of American life bv which our 
literature has been so greatly enriched in the past generation. ... A work of unusual 
merit." — Philadelphia Press. 

" One of the few distinct and living tjrpes in the American gallery."— .S"/. Louis 
Globe- Democrat, 

" The quaint character of ' David Harum ' proves to be an inexhaustible source of 
amusement. — Chicago Evening Post, 

" It would be hard to say wherein the author could have bettered the portrait he 
sets before ms.*' —Providence youmal. 

*' Full of wit and sweetness." — Baltimore Herald. 

** Merits the heartiest and most unequivocal praise. ... It is a pleasure to call the 
reader's attention to this strong and most original novel, a novel that is a decided and 
most enduring addition to American literature." — Boston Saturday Evening Gazette, 
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TWO SUCCESSFUL AMERICAN NOVELS. 

ATITUDE 7p°. A Romance of the West Indies in 
the Year of our Lord 1820. Being a faithfiil account and true, 
of the painful adventures of the Skipper, the Bo's'n, the Smith, 
the Mate, and Cynthia. By Mrs. Schuyler Crowninshield. 
Illu|trated. i2mo. Cloth, $1.50. 

" ' Latitude 19® ' is a novel of incident,^ of the open air, of the sea, the sh(»e, idxe 
mountain eyrie, and of breathing, livine entities, who deal with Natue at first hand. . . . 
The adventures described are peculiarly novel and interesting. . . . Packed with 
incidents, infused with humor and wit, and fiaithful to the types introduced, this book 
will surely appeal to the large audience already won, and beget new friends among 
those who believe in fiction Uiat is healthy without being maudlin, and is strong with- 
out losing the truth." — New York Herald. 

" A story filled with rapid and exciting action from the first page to the last. A 
fecundity of invention that never lags, and a judiciously used vein of humor." — TAe 
Critic. 

** A volume of deep, undeniable charm. A unique book firom a fixsh, sure, vigorous 
pen." — Boston yourtial, 

"Adventurous and romantic enough to satisfy the most exacting reader. . . . 
Abounds in situations which make the blood run cold, and jret, full of surprises as it is, 
one is continually amazed by die plausibility of the main incidents of me narrative. 
... A very successful effort to portray die sort of adventures that might have taken 
place in the West Indies seventy-five or oghty years ago. . . . Very entertaining wita 
Its dry hamor."'— Boston Herald. 
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HERALD OF THE WEST. An American 
Story of 1811-1815. By J. A Altsheler, author of "A 
Soldier of Manhattan " and ** The Sun of Saratoga." i2mo. 
Cloth, I1.50. 

" ' A Herald of the West ' is a romance of our history which has not been surpassed 
in dramatic force, vivid coloring, and historical interest ... In these days when the 
flush of war has only just passed, the book ought to find thousands of readers, for it 
teaches patriotism without intolerance, and it shows, what the war with Spam has 
demonstrated anew, the power of the American people when they are deeply roused by 
some great wrong.' — San Francisco Chronicle. 

" The book throughout is extremely well written. It is condensed, vivid, pictu- 
resque. ... A rattling good story, and unrivaled in fiction for its presentation of the 
American feeling toward England during our second conflict." — Boston Herald. 

" Holds the attention continuously. . . . The book abounds in thrilling attractions. 
... It is a solid and dignified acquisition to die romantic literature of our own coim- 
try, built around facts and real persons." — Chicago Times- Herald. 

** In a style that is strong and broad, tlie author of this timely novel takes up a 
nascent period of our national history and founds upon it a story of absorbing interest." 
—Philadelphia Item. > 

" Mr. Altsheler has ^iven us an accurate as well as picturesaue portrayal of die 
' social and political conditions which prevailed in the republic in the era made £amous 
by the secoud war widi Great Britain." — Brooklyn Eagle. 
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NOVELS BY MAARTEN MAARTENS. 
Each, zamo, cloth, $1.50. 

fJ^R MEMOR V. With Photogravure Portrait. 

After Maarten Maartens's long silence this new example of his fine literary 
art will be received with peculiar interest He offers in this book a singularly deUcate 
and sympathetic study of character. 

** Maarten Maartens took us all b^ storm some time ago with his fine story chris* 
tened * God's Fool/ He established himself at once in our affections as a uni(}ue crea- 
ture who had something to say and knew how to say it in the most fascinatmg way. 
He is a serious story writer, who sprang into promuience when he first put his ^n to 
paper, and who has ever since kept his work up to the standard ol excellence which he 
raised in the beginning/' — New York Herald. 

'HE GB EATER GLORY. A Story of High Life. 
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* Until the Appletons discovered the merits of Maarten Maartens, the fore- 
most of Dutch novelists, it is doubtfiil if many American readers knew that tiiere were 
Dutch norelists. His ' God's Fool ' smd * Jobst Avelingh ' made for him an American 
reputation. To our mind this work is his best. . . . He is a master of epigram, an 
artist in description, a prophet in insight." — Boston Advertiser, 

y It would take several columns to give any adequate idea of the superb way in 
which the Dutch novelist has developed his theme and wrought out one of the most 
impressive stories of the period. ... It belongs to the small class of novels which one 
can no: afford to neglect. '—San Francisco Chronicle. 

"^ Maarten Maartens stands head and shoulders above the average novelist of the 
day in intellectual subtlety and imaginative \tovfet."— Boston Beacon. 

/^OD'S FOOL. 

*' Throughout there is an epigrammatic force which would make palatable a less 
interesting story of human lives or one less deftly told." — London Saturday Review. 

*' A remarkable work."— A'ifw Vork Times. 

"Maarten Maartens has secured a firm footing in the eddies of current literature. 
. . . Pathos deepens into tragedy in the thrilling story of ' God's Fool.' " — Philadel- 
phia Ledger. 

** Its preface alone stamps the author as one of the leading English novelists of 
to-day." — Boston Daily Advertiser. 

"A story of remarkable interest and point" — New York Observer. 
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"Aside from the masterly handling of the principal characters and general in- 
terest in the story, the series of pictures of Dutch life give the book a charm peculiarly 
its own/' — New York Herald. 

** Can be heartily recommended, both fi-om a moral and artistic standpoint." — New 
York Mail and Express. 

** So unmistakably good as to induce the hope that an acquaint^ance with the Dutch 
literature of fiction may soon become more ger4eral among us." — London Morning 

POSK. 

" A novel of a very high type. At once strongly realistic and powerfully ideal- 
istic"— Z-tf«<&« Literary world. 
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NOVELS BY HALL CAINE. 

Uniform edition. Each, xamo, cloth. 

'Y^HE CHRISTIAN, $1.50. 

J. " Though the theme is old, Mr. Caine has worked it up with a passion and 
power mat make it new agam. . . . Can not fail to thrill even the most care- 
less reader."— A'lfM/ York Herald, 

" None who read it will gainsay its power and effectiveness." — New York Times, 

** Its strength grasps you at the beginning and holds you to the end. There is in it 
something of the fervor of true prophecy." — Chicago youmai. 

*• A book of wonderful power and iotce.*^— Brooklyn Eagle. 

** The public is hardly prepared for so remarkable a performance as ' The Christian.' 
... A permanent addition to English literature. . . . Above and beyond any popu- 
larity that is merely temporary."— if^/l^w Herald, 

y^HE MANXMAN, $1.50. 

•^ " Mr. Caine has written well and nobly." — Boston Herald, 

" May easily challenge comparison with the best novels of the latter part of 
the century." — San Francisco Call. 

" Hall Caine has the art of being human and humane, and his characters have the 
strength of elemental things. In ' The Manxman ' he handles large human questions — 
the questions of lawful and lawless love." — New York Commercial Advertiser. 

"'The Manxman' is more than a good story; it is a great noy^**— Philadelphia 
Press, 

y^HE DEEMSTER, $1.50. 

•^ (New copyright edition, revised by the author.^ 

" Hall Caine has already given us some very strong and fine work, and ' The 
Deemster' is a story of unusual power. . . . Certain passages and chapters have an 
intensely dramatic grasp, and hold the fa.scinated reader with a force rarely excited 
nowadays in literature." — The Critic. 

y^ITE BONDMAN, $1.50. 

"^ (New copyright edition, revised by the author.) 

" A story of Iceland and Icelanders at an early era. Our author throws a charm 
about the homes and people he describes which will win the interest and care of every 
reader. Their simple lives and legends, which shaped and directed them, take the 
reader clear awav from the sensational and feverish and unhealthy romance and give 
the mmd a rest.— Chicago Inter- Ocean. 
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^HE SCAPEGOAT, $1.50. 

(New copyright edition, revised by the author.) 



APT'N DAVY'S HONEYMOON, $1.00. 

*\ Tt is pleasant to meet the author of ' The Deemster' in a brightly ht 
litde story like this. ... It shows the same observation of Manx cli 
ttuch of the same artistic s\ai\."— Philadelphia Times. 

"J^HE LITTLE MANX NATION $1.00. 
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FELIX GRAS'S ROMANCES. 

"T^HE TERROR. A Romance of the French Revo- 
-* lution. By Felix Gras, author of " The Reds of the Midi" 

Uniform with " The Reds of the Midi." Translated by Mrs. 

Catharine A. Janvier. i6mo. Cloth, $1.50. 

"If Fflix Gras had never done any other work than this novel, it would at once 
give him a place in the front rank of the writers of to day. . . . ' The Terror ' is a story 
that deserves to be widely read, for, while it is of thrilling interest, holding the reader s 
attention closely, there is about it a literary quality that makes it worthy of something 
more than a careless -^^xxx^aX" —Brooklyn Eagle, 

" Romantic conditions could hardly be better presented than in a book of this kind, 
and above all, in a book by F61ix Gras. . . . The romance is replete with interest."— 
Aew York Times. 

" There is genius in the book. The narrative throbs with a palpitation of virilo 
force and nervous vigor. Read it as a mere story, and it is absorbing beyond descrip* 
tion. Consider it as a historical picture, . . . and its extraordinary power and sig- 
nificance are appareat."~-PAtladelpAia Press. 

" The book may be recommended to those who like strong, artistic, and exciting 
romances." — Boston Saturday Evening Gazette. 

" Manjr as have been the novels which have the Revolution as their scene, not one 
surpasses, if equals, in thrilling interest.'*— Clezfelami Flain Dealer, 
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HE REDS OF THE MIDI. An Episode of the 

French Revolution. By Felix Gras. Translated from the 

Proven9al by Mrs. Catharine A. Janvier. With an Introduction 

by Thomas A. Janvier. With Frontispiece. i6mo. Cloth, 

$1.50. 

" I have read with great and sustained interest ' The Reds of the South,' which you 
were |;ood enough to present to me. Though a work of fiction, it aims at painting the 
historical features, and such works if faithfully executed throw more light than many 
so called histories on the true roots and causes of the Revolution, which are so widely 
and so gravely misunderstood As a novel it seems to me to be written with great 
s]a]L"-IVtllidm E. Gladstone. 

"Patriotism, a profound and sympathetic insight into the history of a great epoch, 
and a poet's delicate sensitiveness to the beauties of form and expression have com- 
bined to make M F61ix Gras's ' The Reds of the Midi ' a work of real literary value. 
It is as far as possible removed from sensationalism ; it is, on the contrary, subdued, 
simple, unassuming, profoundly sincere. Such artifice as the author bias found it . 
necessary to employ has been carefully concealed, and if we feel its presence, it is only 
because experience has taught that the quality is indispensable to a work which affects 
die imannation so promptly and with such force as does this quiet narrative of the 
French Revolution." — New York Tribune. 

** It is doubtful whether in the English language we have had a more powerful, 
impressive, artistic picture of the French Revolution, from the revulutionist's point of 
view, than that presented in F61ix Gras's * The Reds of the Midi.' . . . Adventures 
ioUow one another rapidly ; splendid, brilliant pictures are frequent, and the thread of 
a tender, beautiful love story winds in and out of its pages,"— AVw York Mail and 
Express. 
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^HE DISASTER, A Romance of the Franco- 
Prussian War. By Paul and Victor Marguerite. i2mo. 
Cloth, $1.50. 

" Taken all in all, ' The Disaster ' is a charmtne picture of heroism among the rank 
and file of the French defenders, and throws much lieht upon the feelings and experi- 
ences of the people in that hour of national humiliation, while its b^e and siege 
scenes are often of thrilling animation. It is well worth an attentive perusal" — New 
York Home Journal. 

" The exciting incidents passing in rapid succession are so graphically and artistic- 
ally describsd, and the chlaracters participating so clearly portrayed, that there is cease- 
less interest, and the reader follows the unfolding of the story with almost breathless 
attention."— Boston Globe. 

** It is an addition to the literature of the Franco-Prussian War, which will be wel- 
comed by all who aie interested in the history of that struggle." — Brooklyn Eagle. 

** The book once closed^ we perceive that the reading has done us good; that it has 
left us not saddened, but stimulated ; that our eyes are dry, and that the blood runs 
more rapidly in our veins. Our soul has been stirred in its best part, our mind has 
been elevated, our heart is filled with generous sentiment" — Boston yournal, 

" * The Disaster ' is a serious effort that can not fail to create widespread interest*^ 
—Chicago Evening Post. 

" Has the authority of knowledge."— iV>«/ York Nation. 

** Stands alone as the very best military novel of the day." — Boston Saturday 
Evening Gazette. 

** This powerful picture of the fate of the Army of the Rhine, by the sons of one of 
the generals who did their duty, is among the finest descriptions of war that have been 
penned." — London A theneeum. 
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^HE BROOM OF THE WAR-GOD, A Story 
of the Recent War between the Greeks and Turks. By Henry 
Noel Brailsford. i2mo. Cloth, $1.25. 

"The book is a fine story of war times, not without its love interest, and will be 
sure to win many admirers." — New York Press. n 

" ' The Broom of the Wnr-God ' must be commended as a book of decidedly unusual 
quality. It is vivid, strong, realistic, and never sensational." — Brooklyn Eagle, 

" Mr. Brailsford is not pretendinef to write history, but he has ^ given us, by^ his 
selection of significant details, a historical picture of convincing reality that is entitled 
to the warmest appreciation." — Philadelphia Times. 

" The book has more than a passing interest ; it is an excellent contribution to his- 
tory on the side of Tomance."— Boston Saturday Evening Gazette. 

" It is a remarkable picture, drawn with bold and telling strokes, and full of life and 
zctlon."— Detroit Free Press. 

" Mr. Brailsford is to be congratulated on the production of a book that has histor- 
ical as well as artistic value." — Boston Beacon. 

" Mr. Brailsford is a literary artist, and while he interests us by his vivid portraiture, 
he also charms us by the poetic strain of his narration and the clearness and beauty o 
his style. . . . The work is the best contribution to the inside history ... of that waf 
that has yet been written."— Philadel/>hia Public Ledger. 

" The story is captivating, both as to plot and the manner of its development"— 
San Francisco Call. 

D. APPLETON AND COMPANY, NEW YORK. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



D. APPLETON AND COMPANY'S PUBLICATIONS. 



A 



FRENCH VOLUNTEER OF THE WAR OF 
INDEPENDENCE, By the Chevalier de Pontgibaud. 
Translated and edited by Robert B. Douglas. With Introduc- 
tion and P'rontispiece. i2mo. Cloth, $1.50. 

" A new light is thrown upon the days of 1776 in this delightful book. . . . The 
Chevalier tells his story well."— A'rw York Mail and Express. 

" The importance of such a book as * A French Volunteer of die War of Independ- 
ence' can not be gainsaid. Its interest is correspondingly deep, and Americans of 
Co-day can not spend their time more profitably or entertammgly than in perusing this 
new volume of reminiscences."— Ciw«««a/r' Commercial Triune. 

" It could not be possible to overrate the excellence of this book, either as a romance 
of French- American history, or as the personal memoir of a notable character. Clothed 
in terms of the purest diction, dealine with historic facts of the most intense interest, 
brimful of witty bon-mots^ it carries the reader over an enchanted ground of historical 
adventures, fi-om the fiuned valley of Auvergne in the heart of France, to Valley Forge 
in Pennsylvania, and thence over all the hsllowed pathways trodden by the fathers of 
American liberation/' — Philadelphia item. 

** The book is readable throughout It throws countless pleasant and instructive 
side-lights on our early history, and on the manners and customs of an era that has 
already become a part of dim antiquity." — Boston Saturday Evening Gazette, 

" Historically the story is of great value, and m style it bears all the pleasing qual- 
ities of fiction." — San Francisco Call, 

** From first to last the book is calculated to hold the reader's attention, and the 
light-hearted, racy style in which it is written adds to its attractiveness." — San Fran' 
Cisco Bulletin. 

^ " As a picture of early days in our country, drawn by a careful and conscientious, 
ajust and sympathetic man of culture and training, the volume is of the utmost im- 
portance, and It is a distinct acquisition to the literature of the history of this country." 
— New York Press. 

/I SOLDIER OF MANHATTAN, and his Adven- 

"^-^ tures at Ticonderoga and Quebec. By J. A. Altsheler, author 

of " The Sun of Saratoga." No. 225, Appletons* Town and 

Country Library. i2mo. Cloth, |i.oo ; paper, 50 cents. 

*' Stories of colonial times are very popular at the present time, and the incidents of 
this story are of a nature to keep up tne reader's interest throughout. The customs 
and manners of the times are well described, and the author has caught the spirit of 
the epoch thoroughly." — Baltimore Sun. 

" There is a pretty international love story running through the novel. . . . There 
are many interesting descriptions of the social life of the tunes in die book."— A^«c; 
York Press. 

" A stirring historical romance." — San Francisco Argonaut. 

** The romance is well written and txc\^xi%.**— Cleveland World, 

** It abounds in dramatic situations ; is crispy and attracdvdy written, and no small 
part of its charm lies in its well-drawn pictures of Uie life of the people and the spirit 
of the soldiery."— Z?^/r«V Frte Press. 
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HAMLIN GARLAND'S BOOKS. 
Uniform edition. Each, zamo, cloth, $1.35. 

'AY SIDE COURTSHIPS. 



** A faithful and an entertaining portrayal of village and rural life in the West 
... No one can read this collection of short stories witiiout feeling that he is masttr 
ftf the subject."— CAica^o Journal. 

" One of the most delip;htful books of short stories wuich have come to our notice ii; 
nlong time."— Bos^H Times. 



* The historian of the plains has done nothing better than this group of Western 

les. Wayside ^' "^ — """ **"* '"" "* *—- ^—^ — « • « ^■^- ^ — 

strong sentiment" 



stories. Wayside courtships they are, but full oi tender feeling and breathing a fine, 
entiment"— Xi;«m//7iir Tim 
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'ASON ED WARDS. An Average Man. 



'* The average man in the industrial ranks is presented in this story in as lifelike 
a manner as Mr. Bret Harte presented the men in the California minmg camps thirty 
years ago. ... A story which will be read with stbsorbing interest by hundreds of 
woT]angmen."—'Bosion Herald. 
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MEMBER OF THE THIRD HOUSE. 

Story of Political Warfare. 



" The work is, in brief, a keen and searching study of lobbies and lobb3asts. At 
least, it is the lobbies that furnish its motive. For the rest, the story is narrated with 
much power, and the characters of Brennan the smart wire-puller, the millionaire Davis, 
the reformer Tuttle, and Evelyn Ward are skillfully individualized. . . . Mr. Garland's 
people have this peculiar characteristic, that they have not had a literary world made 
for them to live in. They seem to move and act in the cold gray light of reality, and 
in that trying light they are evidendy human." -i-C/ucago Record. 
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SPOIL OF OFFICE. A Story of the Modern 

West. 

" It awakens in the mind a tremendous admiration for an artist who could so find 
his way through the mists of familiarity to an artistic haven. ... In reading * A Spoil 
of Office ' one feels a continuation of interest extending from the fictional into the actual, 
with no break or divergence. And it seems to be onlv a question of waiting a day 01 
two ere one will run up against the characters in real life." 
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ALSO, 

LITTLE NORSK ; or, OP Pap's Flaxen. i6mo. 
Boards, 50 cents. 

" True feeling, die modesty of Nature, md the sure touch of art are the marks ol 
this pure and graphic story, which has added a bright leaf to the author's laurels." — 
Chicago Tribune. 

'* A delightftd story, full of humor of the finest kind, genuine pathos, and enthralling 
in its vivid human interest"— Z^«^<7« Academy. 
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T THE CROSS-ROADS. $1.50. 
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* Miss Montr6sor has the skill in writing of Olive Schreiner and Miss Hana- 
den, added to the fullness of knowledge of life which is a chief factor in the success of 
George Eliot and Mrs. Humphrv Ward. . . . There is as much strength in this book 
as in a dozen ordinary successful novels." — London Literary World. 

** I commend it to all my readers who like a strong, cheerful, beautiful story. It 
IS one of the truly notable books of the season." — Ct'ncmnati Commercial Tribune. 
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'ALSE COIN OR TRUE? $1.25. 



"One of the few true novels of the day. . . . It is powerful, and touched with a 
delicate insight and strong impressions of life and character. . . . The author's theme 
it original, her treatment artistic, and the book is remarkable for its unflagging mXtt- 
tsX." -^Philadelphia Record. 

"The tale never flags in interest, and once taken up will not be laid dovm until the 
last page is ^m^td." —Boston Budget. 

"A well-written novel, with well-depicted characters and well-chosen scenes."-^ 
Chicago News., 

" A sweet, tender, pure, and lovely story." — Buffalo CommerciaL 

qrHE ONE WHO LOOKED ON. $1.25. 

-^ "A tale quite unusual, entirely unlike any other, full of a strange power and 
realism, and touched with a fine hxxmxx,**— London World. 

"One of the most remarkable and poweriid of the yearns contributions, worthy to 
■land with Ian Maclaren's."— -firrViwA Weekly. 

"One of the rare books which can be read with ereat pleasure and recommended 
without reservation. It is fresh, pure, sweet, and pametic, with a pathos which is per- 
fectly wholesome."— .S/. Paul Globe. 

" The story is an intensely human one, and it is delightfuUv told. . . . The author 
shows a marvelous keenness in character analysis, and a marked ingenuity in the de- 
velopment of her story." — Boston Advertiser. 

TNTO THE HIGH W A YS AND HEDGES. $1.50. 

"A touch of idealism, of nobility of thought and purpose, mingled with an air of 
reality and well-chosen expression, are the most notable features of a book that has not 
ihe ordinary defects of such (qualities. With all its elevation of utterance and spirit- 
uality of outlook and insight it is wonderfully free from overstrained or exaggerated 
matter, and it has glimpses of humor. Most of the characters are vivid, yet there are 
restraint and sobriety in their treatment, and almost all are carefully and consistently 
evolved."— Zr<»ff^» Athenaum. 

" ' Into the Highways and Hedges ' is a book not of promise only, but of high 
achievement. It is original, powerful, artistic, humorous. It places the. author at a 
bound in the rank of Uiose artists to whom we look for the skillful presentation of strong 
personal impressions of life and character." — London Daily News. 

"The pure idealism of 'Into the Highways and Hedges ' does much to redeem 
modern fiction from the reproach it has brought upon itself. . . . The story is original, 
and told with great xt&aemcaV*— Philadelphia Public Ledger. 
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By a. con an DOYLE. 
Uniform edition, i2mo. Clothe $150 pet volume, 
f TNCLE BERNAC. A Romance of the Empire. 
^ Illustrated. 

" ' Uncle Bernac ' is lor a truth Dr. Doyle's Napoleon. Viewed as a picture of tlie 
little man in the gray coat, it must rank before anything he has written. The iascina 
don of it is extraordinary."— Zr^^xu^n Daily Chronicle. 

" From the opening pages the clear and energetic telling of the story never filters 
and our attention never Vokg^**— London Observer, 

D ODNE Y STONE. Illustrated. 

•* A remarkable book, worthy of the pen that gave us 'The White Company/ 
*Micah Clarke,' and other notable xovaa3xct&.*^— London Daily News. 

** A notable and very brilliant work of genius." — London Speaker. 

" ' Rodney Stone ' is, in our judgment, distinctly the best of Dr. Conan Doyle't 
novels. . . . There are few descnptiona in fiction that can vie with that race upon the 
Brighton road." — London Times. 

y^BE EXPLOITS OF BRIGADIER GERARD^ 

^ A Romance of the Life of a Typical Napoleonic Soldier, Illus- 
trated. 

"The brigadier is brave, resolute, amorous, loyal, chivalrous; never was a foe mop- 
ardent in battle, more clement in -victory, or more ready at need. . . . Gallantry, huniot, 
mvtial gayety, moving incident, make up a really delightful book." — London Times. 

" May be set down without reservation as the most thoroughly enjojrable book that 
Dr. Doyle has ever published." — Boston Beacon, 

HTHE STARK MUNRO LETTERS, Being a 
-* Series of Twelve Letters written by Stark Munro, M. B., 
to his friend and former fellow-student, Herbert Swanborough, 
of Lowell, Massachusetts, during the years 1881-1884. Illus- 
trated. 

" Cullingworth, ... a much more interesting creation than Sherlock Holmes, and 
I pray Dr. Doyle to give us more of him." — Ricnard le GaUiennet in the London Star, 

" 'The Stark Munro Letters' is a bit of real literature. ... Its reading will be an 
•poch-maldng event in many a }iSc,'*— Philadelphia Evening Telegraph, 

7D0UND THE RED LAMP. Being Facts and 
^ *• Fancies of Medical Life, 

"Too much can not be said in praise of these strong productions, that to read. 
'*ceep one's heart leaping to the throat, and the mind in a tumult of anticipation to the 
snd. . . . No series of short stories in modem literature can approach them." — Naru 
fitrd Times, 

"Ifjyr.A. Xonan Doyle had not already placed himself in the front rank of living 
English writers by ' The Refugees,' and other of his larger stories, he would surely dC 
10 by these fifteen short tales."— .^rw Vorh Mail and Express. 

D. APPLETON AND COMPANY. NEW YORK. 
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